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P R E F Fr C E 
TO THE POEMS 


DISCOVER: D BY 


'EDMOND BARON vs HAROLD, 
Gentleman of the bed Chamber, and Colonel Comman- 
der of the Regiment of Konigsfeld, in the Service 

of his M. S. H. the Elector Palatin. 


. great Approbation, which the Poems 
given to the Public by Mr. Macpherſon have 


receiv'd, induc'd me to enquire whether any 
more of this kind of poetry ſubſiſted, My en- 
deavours woud have been fruitleſs had. 6 
pected to find complete pieces, for none 

ſuch certainly exiſt: but in ſearching witz 


aſſiduity and care, I found, by is help of 
Xen 


my friends, ſeveral fragments of old tradi- 
tionary ſongs, which were very ſublime, 
and particulary remarkable for their ſimpli- 
city and elegance. I compil'd theſe fragments, 
which are the more valuable as the taſte for 
this ſpecies of ancient poetry every day 
decreaſes in the country, and that the old 
language threatens viſibly to be ſoon extin- 
guiſh'd, for it looſes ground in proportion 
as the engliſh tongue becomes predominant, 
the progreſs of which is very ſenſible to 
any perſon who has been occupied in diſ- 
quiſitions of this nature. F rom cheſe frag- 
ments I have compoſ d the following Poems. 
They are all founded on tradition; but the 
dreſs they now appear in is mine. It will 
appear ſingular to ſome that Oſſian, at times, 
eſpecially in the ſongs 'of Comfort, ſeems 
rather to be an Hibernian than a Scotch- 
man, and that ſome of theſe poems formally 
contradict paſſages of great importance in 
thoſe handed to the public by Mr. Macpherſon, 


- 


eſpecially that very remarkable one of © 
Evir- allen, where the deſcription of her 


marriage with Oſſian is eſſentially different 
in all its parts from that given in the for- 
mer poems. I will ſubmit the ſolutign of 


this problem to the public. I am intereſted _ 


in no polemical diſpute or party, and give 
theſe poems ſuch as they are found in the 
mouths of the people; and do not pretend 
to aſcertain what was the native country of 
Oſſian. I honor and revere equally a Bard 
of his exalted talents were he born in Ire- 
land or in Scotland. | It is certain that the 


Scotch and Iriſh were united at ſome ear- 


ly period: That they proceed from the ſame 
origin is indiſputable; nay I believe that it 
is prov'd beyond any poſſibility of negating | 
it, that the Scotch derive their origin from 
the Iriſh, This truth has been brought in 


queſtion but of late days; and all ancient 


tradition, and the general conſent of the 


Scotch nation, and of their oldeſt hiſtorians 
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agree to confirm the certitude of this aſſer- 
tion. If any man ſtill doubts of it, he will 
find, in Macgeogehans hiſtory of Ireland Wh 
entire conviction, eſtabli{h'd by the moſt ela- 
borate diſcuſſion , and moſt incontrover- 
tible proofs. . 


I muſt again obſerve that the reader will 
find a very eſſential difference between theſe 
Poems and thoſe of Mr. Macpherſon. In his 
there is no mention of the Divinity: In theſe 
the chief characteriſtic is, the many ſolemn 
deſcriptions of the Allmighty Being, which 
give a degree of elevation to them, unat- 
tainable by any other method. It is worthy 5 
of obſervation how the Bard gains in ſub- 
limity by his magnificent diſplay of the pow- 
er, bounty, eternity, and juſtice of God: 
and every reader muſt, rejoice to find the 
venerable old warrior occupied in deſeri- 
ptions ſo worthy his great and comprehen- 

five genius, and to ſee him freed from the 


i 


I > 


imputation of Atheiſm with which he had 
been branded by many ſagacious and impartial 
men. One of the poems (Lamor) is of a _ 
more ancient date than that of Oſſian: That 
of Sitric muſt be plac'd in the gth, cen- 
tury. — It will perhaps not be entirely 
uſeleſs to inform the public that I labor d 
under many difficulties in colle&ing the ma- 
terials of theſe poems, and that I have writ- 
ten them far from my native country, from 
which I have been abſent almoſt ſince my 
infancy, which ſubjected me to many eſſen- 
tial difficulties in this undertaking: to the 
candid this will have ſome weight, and in- 
duce them to overlook or pardon the inac- 
curacies of language, which may have eſcap'd 
me eſpecially in a work of ſo great length: 
to theſe who are not ſo, any thing | can 
ſay or write in their favor will be but little 
attended to. — If they pleaſe men of taſte, 
I ſhall be fully paid for all the trouble, la- 
bour and time, ſpent upon them, At any 
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that my intentions were pure in 


- writing them, as they are entirely calcula- 


; ted to promote humanity 5 Valor 7 and 
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PREFACE ro ur COUNTRY. 
It. is perhaps unneceſſary to ſay any thing eon- 
cerning the following Poems. If they have 


merit, and pleaſe my country, my intention 

and warmeſt wiſhes will be attain'd. If they 
h ve a contrary fate, any thing I can write in 
their favor will not be admitted or minded. 


The great reputation ſome ſimilar Poems have 
obtain'd, induc'd me to attempt ſomething of 
the kind. The conciſe, nervous ſtyle of deſerip- 
tive poetry carries the ſoul irreſiſtibly away 
when treated with ſpirit, and due regard to 


nature. Thefe Poemis tho founded on tradition, | 


are entirely of my compoſition. This acknow- 
ledgment I owe my Conntry , and muſt equally, 
ſubmit to bear any blame they may deſerve, as. 


If houd be deſirous to ſee them well receiv'd.. 


4 
Dufſeldorf the 1ft. Wees 
178 & 


E. Bazow DE HAROLD, 
- ſervice of his Moſt Serene Highneſs / 


the Elector Palatin &. &. &. 
0X 
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. * 


Colonel of the Reg. of Königsfeld in the 


ON OSSGIAN. 


* 111. 


| Witen Homer ſings he fires our ſouls to Ws, 
His daring Muſe delights in dire alarms: 


Who muſt not blame his Chiefs for &er at odds, 6 
His fierce Achilles, and his wrangling Gods. 
The force of art in Maros lines we find, 


They pleaſe, but faintly captivate the mind: 


The ſoul rejects his ever weeping Chief, 


His tedious prayers, and his tedious grief. 
But Offians ſong, devoid of muſe or art, 


Exalts the ſoul, and melts the rougheſt heart. : 


The voice of Nature dictates ev Ty line, © 
In ev ry thought unequall'd beauties ſhine. 
What hero can with Fingals worth compare? 


What Maidens vye with the ſoft Celtic fair ? ? 
What Painters hand can draw ſuch pleafing 
| | ſcenes? _.. © | | 
Rocks, woods, and ſtreams, and vales, and 
| - heathy plains 
In wild luxuriance ſtrike our wond'ring eyes: 
Through ev'ry cloud ſome wand'ring ſpirit flies. 


Such ſolemn pomp, the warrior bard alone, 


In firains unrivall'd to the world has ſhewn. 


I : 
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Read him, ye Fair! he teaches virtuous love, 

His tender notes muſt tender boſoms move. 

Read him, ye warriors! his bold ſongs inſpire 

The heroes valor, and the Patriots fire. 

Read him, ye Poets! with peculiar care, 

His ſongs have precepts for the heart and ear. 
The Celtic bard each excellence diſplays, CAS 


The more you'l read, the more you'l praiſe | 


a his vow” e On 
On the Poems diſcover'd by Ed. Baron de Harold 
addreſs'd to him by his Friend L. N. 
Times ruthleſs ſcythe had almoſt mow'd away 


Each ancient ſong , each Celtic Poets lay. 
Wrapt in Oblivion ſlumber'd many a Bard, 


Their notes neglected, and their ſtrains unheard. 
But wak'd by thee the Bards new life obtain, 
Rehearſe their Songs, and chant their lays again: 


Again they ſtrike the old Hibernian Lyre, 
Again call forth their pow'rs, and latent fire. 


Rais'd to new life old Offian breaths once more, 
Once more he carols as in days of yore. 


O happy days! when vaProus heroes ſtrove, 


To ſhine in arms, to vye in ſong aud love. 


— ; _ : < « 
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© When virtuous deeds alone promoted fame, 
And Vice was blaſted with eternal ſhame. 
When maidens, glowing with celeſtial charms, 


Were doom'd to bleſs the braveſt warriors arms. 


Then pow'rtul Nature led the bards along, 


Bade them to ſweep the harp and raiſe the ſong. 


Like Joves bold bird, they wing'd their flight 
on high, 

Rags od in the clouds, and launch'd into the ſky. 
Much commendation to theſe Bards is due, 


Nor leſs to thee whoſe Pains their ſongs renew. - 


Both, you, and they, deſerve our equal praiſe, 


They ſung, you found, and dreſs'd anew their 


lays. 
| L. x. B. 
> . 1 
| On Offian by B. "Oy 
1 hid in ſhades great Oſſian lay unknown , 


Like his old heroes tombs with moſs oergrown. 
Like them his works had felt the tooth of time, 


Scorn'd, and unvalued in his native clime. 
Few learned men his ancient language knew, 
Fewer had ſkill to clothe his ſongs anew. 

But thou, my friend, with unremitting pains, 


Haſt taught the learn'd to prize his Celtic ſtrains, 


— 


* 


Freed from his antique garb he now appears, | 


Pure, and unſully'd by the ruſt of years. 
Once more the Bard in native beauty ſhines, 
Each poliſhd Nation now admires his lines. 
Ev'n Albions ſons commend his lofty lays, 
And wondring Europe crowns his head with 
; bays. 
Each nation ſtrove the firſt in wit to reign, 
Each vy'd the palm of genius to obtain. 
Greece boaſted Homers Poems to the ſkies, - 
Rome ſaid her Maro beſt deſerv'd the prize. 
Albion pron'd Milton, Spain her Lopez prais'd, 
Germania Klopſtock, Gallia Voltaire rais'd. 
But all agree that Offian melts each heart, 
And rules victorious tho? untaught by art; 
For nature ſpeaks thro* him, and breaths and 
acts each part, | 


On Ofian by F.C. | 


No more ſhall Grecian, or ſhall Roman lays, / 


Attract alone our wonder, and our praiſe. 
Our native Bards, inſpir'd with equal fire, 
With equal ſtrength have ſwept t'Hibernianlyre. 


| B. G. 255 
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Self bred, and nurtur'd in the true ſublime 
Allmighty genius owns no pow'r of clime. 
Pathetic muſic, tho untaught by art, 

Softens the ſoul, and ſooths the hardeſt heart. 
Thus Oſſians lay each feeling boſom warms, 
And fills th'enraptur'd ſoul with pureſt charms. 
Now in ſoft notes he ſmoothly glides along : 
Now warlike actions animate his ſong: | 

In tender ſtrains he now loves accents pours, 
Now fings of arms, and like a torrent roars. 
Atlength high ſoaring on exulting wings, . 
Of future times and Gods great Pow'r he ſings: 
From his full ſoul prophetic accents flow, : 

And all his notes with heav'nly ardor glow. ' 
Bleſt be the man who brought his lays to light, 
And ſav'd his ſongs from everlaſting night. 
Without thy labours all his worth were vain, ' 
His ſtrains in deep oblivion ſtill had lain. 
Unknown, unheeded, Erins mighty Bard 
Were ſtill forgotten, ſtill his voice unheard; 
To thy translation Oſſian owes new fame, 
Lou ſhare his honors and his deathleſs name. 


F. c. 


DEDICATION 
TO THE HONORABLE 


HENRY GRATTAN ER. 


SIR! 


Tie permiſſion 3 given FP to dedicate 


the following Poems to you, deſerves my higheſt 


acknowledgment and thanks, and gives me @ - 


certitude of their being well receiv d by my Coun- 
try , as they are handed to it under the auſpices 
of a man, who has procur d it ſo many advan- 


tages, towohm it has ſo various obligations, ans 
to whoſe eloquence, ſtead faſt courage, and unpar- 


elled zeal it owes the happineſs of its preſent 
ſituation, and future apparent greatneſs. You 


was pleaſ d to ſay that theſe poems inſpi d Va- 


lor, wiſdom, and virtue. Who then ſhould patro 


nize them more than that generous Patriot, :ſo _ 
eminent, ſo diſtinguiſh'd for theſe exalted | 


qualities. 55 | þ * 
Liberty „ to the ſoul of man, 


ennobles and augments its powers to ſo high a 


degree, and even operates upon the external form 
fo viſibly, that I dare affrm you have totally 
regenerated your Country, and that its genius, 


long, alas too long oppreſs'd, and cramp'd, will 
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_ ſhoot up, and tower again to heaven, under the 
favorable circumſtances, you have contributed 
to place its ſons. 


Tong hade our neighbours enjoy d, the daa 
ing, the flattering ideal prerogative of ſuperior. 
genius. The habit of command, the pride, the 
luſt of empire faſcinated their Judgment: It d 
deem d culpable to preſume that any man, out of 
their isle, coud write eleganthy, or think nobly ; 
but heaven lent GRATTAN to his long oppreſſed 
land: enflam'd with general benevolence, and 
- univerſal philantropy, he ſaid. Let prejudice _ 
for ever ceaſe.” - England, Scotland, Ireland 
reply'd. © Let prejudice for ever ceaſe.” — 

As I am entirely perſuaded that this happhy 
revolution has taken place, and that wisdom.and 
virtue reign in our new regenerated land, I 


offer theſe ancient monuments of our Anceſtors ; 


to my Country, and dedicate them to You, | 
friend, who have ſo well deſerv'd, fo much {M1 
bour'd in its intereſt. — I am with the moſt 


profound reſpect , friendſhip and eſteem, 
Maſt honor d Sir, 
„ Your moſt humble moſt obedient = 
and moſt devoted Servant 125 
Ed. Baron de HanoLD, Col. 
— * 
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HE SONGS a 
6 Ot + 2 ED 7 
TT 
The Argument. 


I: was the practice of the ancient Celts at 


their ſolemn meetings, eſpecially if they in- 


tended to honor a ſtranger in an extraordinary 
manner to order their Bards to ſing their beſt 
compoſitions before him. This poem is remar- 
kable on account of Lamins ſong. The com- 


mon opinion is that he choſe this occaſion as 


the moſt proper, when many chieftains were 


aſſembled at the palace of the ſupreme Monarch 


at Tara, to communicate to them the ſublime 


notions of the Divinity, which he bimſelf mou 
learn'd from the Culdees, 


A 


7 


It is faid the effect it had at that time was 
wonderful, and that many were enlighten'd 
by this means. It is certain that the numbers 
and cadence are very ſolemn and awful. The 
deſcription has much of the eaſtern ſtyle, and a 
great tincture of that magnificence ſo much and 
ſo juſtly admir'd in the books of Job. | 
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THE SONGS or TARA. 
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: Ma of . _ a voice, it rolls 


pleaſant along Offians ſoul. It is the lovely 


voice of Spring, mildbluſhing daughter of the 
circling year. Her fragrant breath enlivens the 
grove. With willing haſte the young leaf obeys 
her call. He rears his green head to the breeze, | 
and greets her gentle ſway. Flow'rs ſhoot up 
under her lightly gliding feet. The lark, ſoar- 


ing on his quivering wing, proclaims, in joyful, 
tremulating notes, the fair ones kind approach. 

The thruſh , with louder pipe, perch'd on the 
ſummit of yon lofty oak, bids every ſongſter 


of the grove pour forth his grateful notes. 


Shall Oſſian alone not ſing? 


Maid of Lutha bring me my harp. - 25 
days of youth beam in my ſoul; days when 


I contended in ſong with the bards ai 78 in 
Taras royal halls. 


Artho *) reach'd the ſhell of Joy! He bade 


his Bards awake the ſong f from all their tuneful 


— 
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9 The ſupreme Monarch af lena. / 5 
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nun. Song! of Tara. 


Qrings 3 „ to honor Fingals ſon , the firſt of 


Morvens race. — 


Caril begun the lay. His voice was harmo- 


nious as the murmur of a brook, when bubbling. 


it ſlides down the hill thro' moſs - coverd peb- 


bles and graſs. He ſung the ſong of Dathi. It 


was ſad” but lovely. We bended from our ſeats 

to hear the Bard, for graceful was Caril in the 
locks of youth, mild the ſoft. accents of his 
Oe ; | 


3 


. ARI IL. 


pale, unbe friended, forlorn, E 1 lie in \ this 
lt vale. My feet are waried and torn. 
The paſſing blaſt whiſtles thro my floating hair. 


It ſeems to ſay as it flies.“ Why art thou here 


in thy tears? Why wandereſt thou thus! in ſha; 
des?” — The cold damp dew deſcends 108] 
the hill. The ſhower of night is on my waried 
limbs. Come, Felan come! from thy dusky 


cloud, haſte to thy Dathis Help: haſten and re- 


lieve her in her woe. 


. Thou waſt lovely in the eyes of Dathi. 
Thou appearedſt amongſt the ſons of Erin like 
ED 2 ; js Bed 


̃ The Song of dere 7 | 


the ſwan ſtately rider of the wayes anc the 
inferior fowls ofthe lake. I was in the primg 
of my days when I ſaw thee returning from 
the firſt of thy wars. Thou boreſt the ſhield of 
a vanquiſh'd foe? Thy arms blaz'd gleaming ta 
the ſun. The helm nodded dreadful over thy. 
, manly brow, Thy gait-was grave and majeſtic,  . 
Valor flow'd from thy large rolling eyes. Ter- 
ror ſeiz d my trembling heart; but it was the 
terror of j joy. It was painful, yet pleaſing to 
my ſoul. For the light of youth cover'd thy 
face, and love had enter'd my heart. I ſunk _ 
faint among my maids, Thou ſawſt, and flewſt 
to my aid. Dathi, thou ſaidſt, “I am no 
foe. Iam a friend of thy race. Receive this 
homage from Felan. Receive this pledge of his 
love. I tore it from a foe of Erin. —T open'd 
my ſwimming eyes. I faw thee bending at 
my feet. My fluttering heart beat high. Swift 
burning bluſhes cover'd my face. I ſwoon'd ' 
away in thy arms. Ah why did I not die at 
that hour! Why not yaniſh like the morning. 
miſt which the ſun diſpells in his ſtrength, and 
rolls ney from the brow of the bd 7 


43 n 


6 The Songs of Tora. 
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” Semath young hunter of roes, ſad announ- 


cer of woeful tales, why didſt thou ſpeak of 


his fall? Why didſt thou tell of his wound? I 
fill might have hop'd his return. 1 might ſtill 
think he ſtray'd on the hill, or wander'd in 


the winding vale. Where ſhall I find thee, my 
love, to bathe thy wounds with my tears! 
Dathi will wipe them with her hair. Dathi will 


cleanſe them from blood. — Ha! who art thou 
who comeſt thro” theſe ſhades? Approach not, 1 


am a weak maid, benighted, faint, and alone. — - | 
Ha, is it you my love! Art thou here my gentle - 


Felan ? Come and aſſiſt thy Dathi! — 


1 She ſtretch'd forth her eager hands. Her 


attempts were in vain to embrace the youth. 
The ſhade eluded her empty arms. Thrice ſhe 
eſſay d to claſp the form. Thrice it vaniſh'd 


from her graſp. 


THE G H 0 8 T. 
Dathi, I am a light teller 5 in Clouds, but 


my corſe lies in yon cave. I fell by Malthas 


treacherous dart. It reach'd me at the chaſe of 


the roe. Maltha came there in his pride. He 
| . 1 8 


the fair form away. 
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bade me renounce to thy DO or Fear the 
ſtrength of his arm. I laugh'd at his vaunting 
threats. We fought. . My ſword deſcending 


with force cut his brazen ſhield in twain, Sul _ 
len and unarm'd he ſtood. © Youth of the Fee. 


ble arm, I ſaid, 4 depart to thy diſtant halls. - 


Iwill not ſhed thy blood. Surly, and mut- 
tering he ſtrode away. He hid himſelf in the _ . 


wood, from thence he ſhot the dart of death, 
and opend my unguarded fide. — Dathi for thee 
I was ſlain. But do not mourn my love. Re- 


turn to thy fathers halls. Rear the grey ſtone. 


of my praiſe. Let it ſpeak to future times, and 


tell of the fall'n Felan. Let it tell how he fell 


in his DON How he fell in his W for 


Al hill, and 0d 


e 
DAT HIL 3 555 


The ſtone ſhall be rear'd, o Felan! but one 


tomb ſhall encloſe us both. No never will I 
return to Lara, to the ſorrowful halls'of Phe- 
Um. Why f hood clan Dathi live, and leave thee 
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lone on thy cloud ! The ſun ſhall riſe on the 
pill. His beams ſhall pierce at noon to this vale; 
but never will I ſee his light., for thou art 


dark in the grave. O grave thou art plea - 
ſant to me. Thy filence is wellcome to my 


— 


>. 


| She ruſh'd to the 8 cave. She * the 


forth no ſigh. She fell cold upon his boſom and 
died. — Maltha had watch'd the maid and Fol- 
low'd the trace of her ſteps. He ſaw her enter 


| " the: cave. He thought his prey ſecure. On- 


warde he ſped in the malice of his ſoul, deter- 
minꝰ d to ſpoil the fair. Twixt wandering clouds 


appear d the moon, and ſhot her beums thro? the 
clefts of the cave. By her faint light he ſaw. 


the pale corſes on Earth. Backwards, affrighted, 


and ſhuddering he fell. His trembling feet 
ſeem'd rivited to the rock. His ſhaggy hair 


ſtood erect. His ſhivering fleſh crept upon his 


eyes. The other ſhook. extended before him. 


Suſpended i in diſmay awhile he remain d. Then 


MY 


| bloody corſe of F elan, From her boſom burſt | 


* 


bones. His cruel heart ſtruek againſt his iron _ 
breaſt. One hand cover'd his wild ſuffering 
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ftarting * the cave in the terror of his mind, 
he ruſh'd into the ſhades of night, ra 4108; 


EY 


each revolving year. There they raiſe the ſong 
of woe, and praiſe the lovely pair. The hun- 


ter, when preſs'd by the ſhower, retires to its 
kind retreat. There he bleſſes the Warlike 


youth „ and admires the ſoft hearted maid. 


tear ſteals down his cheek, and his throbbing 
ſigh breaks forth. When he comes from the 


chaſe he relates the tale. His ſpouſe hears their 
mournful fate. Her children cling round. ber 


and weep, and her tears of pity deſcend. - 


Bards. join me to ſing their praiſe , POEM 
their ghoſts in their clouds. — 15 72 


CHOIR. OF nb 


. EL 


Ye lovely children of Lara may your br Md 
fions be happy in your airy halls. Felan forget 


thy wounds ! Dathi forget thy grief! Felan, 


thou ſhoneſt foremoſt in the fields of blood: 


Dathi thou waſt the” faireſt of the maids of 
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Then Lamin reis'd the ſong. Long had hs 


| 1 With the lonely dwellers of rocks; long 


convers'd with the dark ſingers of hymns, the 
 Feaborne ſons of ſtrangers, and learn'd their 
_ folemn lore. | 


C 


\ 


: Thou who giveſt the Bard the power of 


in my ſoul the tune ful ſong, for I will fing of 


thy praiſe. 1 will ſing the greatneſs of thy - 


fway, and the beaury and 1 nth of thy 
Works. _ 


4:6 art thou , proud Sun, thou who 
ruſheſt thus forth in the glory ot thy fiery | 
beams? I ſee thee pour life along the plain. I ſee | 
thee diſpell from our hills the towering mounds 


of ſnow. I ſee thee break the rivers icy chains, 


and bid its current flow. Thy genial heat 


ereeps thro the grove, winds thro the ſilent 


vale, aſcends the cloud top'd hill, and ruſhes 
down the mountain ſtream. Thou ſeemeſt migh- 

ty in thy ſtrength; a giant ſtriding thro the 
vault of the heavens. But ſtately Sun thou art 


! \ 
" . 
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1 by thyſelf. Thou art n geri, 1 
and cold. He who #5 mark d out the trace f 
thy paths. He gave proliſie power to thy beams. 


Ne gave warmth and light to thy orb. 


Ve Seas that encircle the earth, ye that are 8 
ſo terrible in the wide expanſe of your reign, 
whence do ye derive your power? Unnum- 
ber'd armies people your vaſt deep vales. Your 
boiſterous waves foam dreadful , and ſeem to 
threaten the clouds. Who ſcoop'd the earth to 
form your bed? Who but the Mighty of days. — 


See the enormous Whale how he triumphs - . 
in his force. How he ruſhes impetuous "thro? 
the immenſity of waters. With his broad breaſt 
be furrows the grey billows, and marks his 
long winding path. The burſting waves ſeem Ce p 4 
 affrighted, and recoil at his paſſage. White carſh=- | I 

ing foam rolls ſweeping along A ſhining. | 

ſides. Sporting, and exulting in his ſtrength, RY 
he drives whole rivers thro his noſtrils. ln b 
the rude valor of his ferocious heart 1 
darts uncontroul'd thro' the abyſs of ocean. 
He knows no ſuperior, and he dreads no 
equal. With joy ve meets the Chak 2 the 


U | ; 1 
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ſeahorſe, and the Crocodile , and braves the 


combin'd force of all his Foes. Nor can they 
alltogether ligued withſtand him. The ſavage 


pride of his eyes is terror. With. the flaunt of 
- his robuſt ſinewy tail he breaks thro' the ſtrong- 
'eſt ribs of oak, and overturns the broadeſt 


ſhip, and 8 the venturous mariner into 


| the briny Abyſs. Undiſmay'd he hears the hoarſe 


voice of thunder. Fearleſs he ſees the flaſh- 
ing blaze of lightning , undiſturb'd the wild 


warfare of the elements. His ſoul rejoices in' - 


the general confuſion , -and he ſports, and 
bounds, and dances; and exults in the fury of 
the tempeſt. — Who gave him this ſtrength? 
ou but the allpow'rful, the ben Lord? 


Earth who clad thee with thy green robe? 


Foreſts who bade ye riſe? Who bade the fra- 
grant buſh produce its flowers, and nature 


ſmile around? Who form'd the ſtrong breaſted 
Bull? The nervous, ſtately , couragious ſteed? 
The mild bleating ſheep? Who but the Great 


- Ruler of All. — 


Man , proud, ignorant Man, to him thou 


| 8 thy birth. He created all for thee, and 
y - * * | 
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yet thou knoweſt him not. He form'd thils 
erect to look up to heaven, to reverence him, 


and ſing his praiſe. He breathed pity into thy 


breaſt. He blew love into thy ſoul, and bade 
thee be good, and brave. Follow his dictates, 
o Man, and happineſs ſhall bleſs thy days. 


Ve Bards, ye who hear my voice, ye know 
not what I ſing. . Shades thicker than the duſk 


of night when clouds, laden with thunder, 
obſcure the moons bright , cover your Ty 


erring minds. 


— 


Ye will aſk what i in this Spirit ne 


Think not to comprehend his Being, nor hope 


to fathom his depth. He graſps infinity in his 


hand. Eternity ſerves him as a ſhield. His 


breath is allmighty power , and exiſtence 


flows from his thoughts. He is far beyond your 


ken. Know that ye are weak, and adore his 


- ſtrength. Know that he is kind, and love his 
goodneſs. He is the fountain of mercy; his 
rewards are without end. He is the ſource of 


Juſtice ;. his puniſhments never ceaſe. Non more 
is granted yur to nenn * 
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Ne ceaſ'd. Wonder, terror, and amazement 


filled our thoughts. Silent I ſate. Silent were 
all the mouths of ſong. We reſſembled the un- 
fettled face of the ſea, when the loud ſtorm is 
juſt huſh'd, and not a blaſt is heard. — Atlength N 


I burſt out in — Words. | 


Bard of the areary tale, why torture our 
fouls with thy ſong? Why ſpread dark doubts 


along our minds? When the ſhell ſparkles in 


the hall, the warriors ſong ſhoud be raiſ'd. 


Our lays ſhoud recall the loves of heroes; or 


the ſtrong deeds of their arms. But thou comeſt 


with thy gloomy ſtrains to depreſs, and embit- 


ter our joy. From what ſource haſt thou drawn 
thy dark words? They are painful as the glar- 


ing flaſh, when it blazes at night in the wan 


derers eye, and leaves him in deeper ſhades. 


bave heard the tempeſt roar thro our oaks, | 


and rend their ſtubborn trunks. I queſtion'd 
the furious blaſt. Why ruſheſt thou thus in 


hy yet 


L have ſeen the mountain tremble and Chats 


—— om * 
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and rocks tumble down from its ſhatter'd ſide, _ 
« Mountain” I faid, Why art thou diſmay'd? 
What cauſes thy fudden Fears? — The tempeſt _ 
No anſwer the mountain 
gave. Where then haſt thou learn'd thy tale? 


fled heedleſs away. 


. thy 2 | 


Thus we PRI in the halls of Tara in the 


days of my youth, when my thoughts were 


| light and unfix'd, and darkneſs as yet cover d 
my ſoul. Maid of Lutba the waſting hand of 
time has ting d my hairs with grey. My eyes 


are grown dim and faded: but the beams of all 


penetrating truth have enlighten'd Se we 5 ; 


_ clouded heart. 


Great Being I now hear thee in 4 breeze. 


Now I ſee thee in the mild falling ſhower. Now - - 
I feel thee in the ſunny beam. Fill all my ſoul 
with thy love. Raiſe all my heart to thee, - 
Harp of Cona ſound his praiſe. Maid of Lutha - 
join thy voice, All Nature praiſe thy Lord. 1 


have wielded the ſpear of war. Foes fell be- 


neath the flach of my blade. I have ſung with 
tuneful Bards, they praiſ'd the ſweetneſs of 
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my ſong; but 1 have found atlength that tis 


boaſts of Mankind are vain. Years have enfee- 
bled my arm; They have rob'd me of the ſweet- 
' neſs of my voice; they have left me blindneſs 
and pain. I am like the blaſted tree of the deſert; 
whoſe leaves are all witherd' and fallen; whoſe 
aged trunk is ſpoiFd and decay'd : Once it 
rear'd its green head in the clouds, and ſpread 
its large branches afar, and ſerv'd for the wan- 
derers ſhade; now it is ſtrew'n-on earth, and 


Hes neglected and deſpif'd. But my All ſhall 
not periſh and fail. My ſpirit ſhall gain new 


vigor by my death, and fly to the halls of bliſs. 
Let the dark in foul be tortur'd with fears; 
Offian dreads not to depart. Lead me to Oſcars 
tomb. He is but gone before us, I feel each 
day with new joy the lonely place of his abode 
and the moſscover'd ſtone of his praiſe ; for 
1 long to dwell with the youth. — - '» 


Ah Malvina why this tear. It moiſtens my 
- hand in its fall. Awake no ſorrow i in my heart. 
My ſoul is now quiet, 0 Maid! My thoughts 
aſcend to heav'n. 
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I. is thought that this ſong of Phelim, who 
is ſaid to be one of the bards who had been at 
the convocation and Aſſembly at Tara, was 


ſung immediately by him after Lamins ſolemn 
hymn on the praiſe and grandeur of God, and 


that, ſtruck with the awful truths it contain'd, 


he broke ont into theſe ſublime and -fervent 


ejaculations ſo conſonant to enraptur d genius. 


I obtain'd the materials of this ſong, a long | 
time after the Songs of Tara were finiſh'd: but 
as I did not think it neceſſary. to reform that 
poem, I imagin'd it at leaſt incumbent on me 
to communicate this late A one to the 


public. 
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What accents 0 my ſuffering ear! A black 
eloud of terror ſurrounds me! My ſoul is loſt 
in the long winding dreary labyrinth of 
thought. Inextricable mazes ſpread about me on 
every ſide. — Where ſhall I find a guide to 
tead my erring ſteps! Where difcover a light 
to direct me through the dark chaos of doubt, 
thro the ſtormy ſeas of intellectual error! — 
Eternity! Futurity! ye preſs, ye load me with 
woe: ye roll me along in your gulphy waves: 
Ye daſh, ye wreck my trembling. ſoul on the 
ſharp ny rocks of deſpair! = 


Where Thall my foot reſt 3 the 
grave? — On what unknown ſhore chan wr 
land when my ſpirit wings its airy flight, when 
death diſſolves my frame? — Shall I then ceaſe 
to be? Or ſhall my Being, purify'd by deſtruc- 
don, be elevated to never ceaſing exiſtence? — 


Can life dwell in death? Or can death 


further a paſſage to life aud duration? — | 7 | 


bes. 


Phelimd's . 


0 incomprehenſible, pleaſing AY: flattering 


| idea! thou braceſt the relax'd ſinking nerve of 
fancy! I adopt thee with all thy uncertainty, 


for thou alone bringeſt ſolace to my ſuffering 
mind! thou takeſt away a —_ of woe Kren 
wy lab' ring heart. — 


But, o Meditation ! thou gloomy diſturber | 


of man, thou ſtill prepareſt more arduous diffi- 
__ to my ſcrutinizing enquiry! — Who 


gave me Being? = Who, when given, can 


preſerve its duration ? — 


On all fides I ante the band of 


power, the marks of might impreſs'd on the 


various works of nature. Iſee, I feel, beyond 


the reach of ſkepticiſm, that innumerable * 
things exiſt, and that order reigns in the vaſt 


circle of my perceptions. Whence flows this 
wondrous order? Whence proceeds this con- 


ſtant, this mighty regulation of active wiſdom, 
and intelligent power? — Who iſt, that, 


amongſt the charnels of nature, brings forth 
conſtant, never failing reproduction ? — Who 


bids vegetable creation germinate ? — "Who | 
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2 : Phelim- . * 


directs the whirlwinds wing? Who bids the 
tremendous Ocean roar? — 


Lamin I now own the awful force of thy 
words. There muſt be what thou callſt a God, 
and that God, muſt be as thou ſay'ſt, allmighty, 
eternal, benevolent and juſt. 


Enlighten me, o thou bounteous, power- | 


ful God! diſpel the ſhades of ignorance that 
hitherto darken'd my intelligence; teach me to 


know thy will: teach me to love and follow 
thy law. Then as the lofty pine of the hill, 
whoſe top was hid in the lazy fog, ſpreads 
his broad branches afar, and ſhines reſplendent _ 
to heaven, when the rays of the ſun pierce the 
vapor, and diſperſe the gloomy miſt; ſo ſhall ' 
I tower again in my ſtrength; ſo ſhall the light 
of truth diſſipate the gloom, the . and 
anxiety of my ſoul. 


N 8 9 
EVIR- ALLEN 
N 

POEM 


Nhe Argument. 
op — 


| This Poem, like many of Oſſians compoſitions, 

is addreſs'd to his favorite Malvina: The ſub- 

ject of it is his voyage to Ireland, in his youth, 

where he married Evirallen the daughter of 
Branno chief of Lego. It differs in many ma- 
terial circumſtances from the deſcription given 

in the 4th. book of Fingal. What to aſcribe this 

to is difficult to determinate, as tradition is 

very obſcure on this point. 
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* faireſt of the maids of Morven, „young 
beam of ſtreamy Lutha, come to the help of 
the aged, come to the help of the distreſs'd. 
Thy ſoul is open to pity. Friendſhip glows in 
thy tender breaſt. Ah come and ſoothe away 
my woe. Thy words are muſic to my ſoul. 


-- 


Bring me my once lov'd harp. It hangs long OE 


neglected in my hall. The ſtream of years has 
borne me away in its courſe, and roll'd away 
all my bliſs. Dim and faded are my eyes; thin 
firew'd with hairs my head. Weak is that ner- 
vous arm once the terror of foes. Scarce can I 
graſp my ſtaff, the * of my trembling ibs: 


Lead me to a craggy ſteep. The mur- 
mur of the falling ſtreams 3 the whiſtling 
winds ruſhing. thro the woods of my hills; 
the welcome rays of the bounteous ſun will 
ſoon awake the voice of ſong in my breaſt. 
The thoughts of former years glide over my 
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ſoul like ſwift ſhooting meteors o'er Ardyeng 


gloomy vales. — __ 1 2 


Come ye friends of my youth, ye ſoft ſound- 


Eoiralen. : 5 25 


ing voices of Cona, bend from your goldting d 


clouds, and join me in my ſong. A mighty 


blaze is kindled in my ſoul. I hear a powerful 


voice. It ſays, „Seize thy beam of glory, o 
Bard! for thou ſhallt ſoon depart. Soon ſhall 
the light of ſong be faded. Soon thy tune ful 
voice forgotten“ — « Yes I obey, o power- 
ful voice, for thou art pleaſing to mine ear. 


0 Evirallen! thou. boaſt of Erins maids, 
thy thoughts come ſtreaming on my ſoul. Hear 


0 Malvina! a tale of my youth, th actions 8 | 


58 former 1 8050 


Peace ceign'd over Morvens hills. The men 895 


of joy reſounded in our halls. Round the blaze 
of the oak ſported in feſtive dance the maids 
of Morven. They f hone like the radiant bow 
of heaven, when the fiery rays of the ſetting 


ſun brighten its varied fides. They wooed me 


to their love, but my heart was s ſilent, cold. 
B 4 


| ©) The guiding ſtar to ireland. | 1 


8 2 So Ml, * 


5 Indifference » like a brazen ſhield, cover'd -my 
: froz en heart. 


Fingat ſaw , he ſmi'd, and mildly ſpoke: 
«My ſon, the down of youth grows on thy 
check. Thy arm has wielded the ſpear of war. 
Foes have felt thy force. Morvens maids are 


Fair, but fairer are the daughters of Erin. Go 


to that happy Iſle; to Brannos graſs- cover'd 


fields. The daughter of my friend deſerves thy 


love. Majeſtic beauty flows round her as a robe, 
and Innocence as a precious veil heightens her 
youthful charms. 8 5 take thy arms, and win 
ha) lovely fair. —? | 


Straight I | obey? d. A choſen hand follow'd 


my ſteps. We mounted the darkboſom'd hip of 


the King, ſpread its white fails to the winds 
and plongh'd thro? the foam of Ocean. Pleaſant 
ſhone the fire - ey'd Ull- Erin. *) With joyful 


ſongs we cut the liquid way. The moon, regent 


of the ſilent night, gleam'd majeſtic in the blue 
vault of heaven, and ſeem'd pleas'd to bathe 
her fide in the trembling wave. My ſoul was 


: 


hd 
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5 full of my fathers words. A thouſand thoughts. 


divided my wavering mind. 


Soon as the early din of morn appear d 
we ſaw the green ſkirted fides of Erin advan- 


cing in the boſom of the ſea. White broke the 


tumbling ſurges on the coaſt, | 


Deep in Larmors woody bay we drove our 


keel to the ſhore, and gain'd the lofty beech. 


I enquir'd after the generous Branno. A ſon of 


— 


Erin led us to his halls, to the banks of the 
ſounding Lego. He ſaid. © Many- warlike 
youths are aſſembled to gain the dark hair'd 
maid, the beauteous Evirallen. Branno will 


give her to the brave. The conqueror ſhall bear 


away the fair. Erins chiefs diſpute the maid, 


For ſhe is deſtin'd for the ſtrong in arms. 


oY 


» Theſe words inflam'd my breaſt, and rouz d 
courage in my heart. I clad my limbs in ſteel. 
” I-graſp'd a ſhining ſpear in my hand. Branno 
ſaw our approach. He ſent the grey hair'd 
Snivan to invite us to his feaſt, and know the 


intent of our courſe. He came with the ſolemn. 
B 5 | 
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we chief. i . — 


ye come, Branno invites ye to his halls; for 


warriors arms, whoſe lance ſhall ſhine vio- 
torious in the combat of valor. N 


40 88 Bard, I faid, © peace 
guides my ſteps to Branno. My arm is young, 
and few are my deeds in war, but valor in- 
flames my ſoul: I am of the race of the brave. 


Iu'ue bard departed. We follow'd the ſteps 
of age, and Toon arriv'd to Brannos halls. 


«ye ſons of ſtrangers; Welcome to Brannos 


Friendly halls, partake his ſhell of joy. Share 


in the combat of ſpears. Not unworthy is the 
prize of valor, the lovely dark hair'd maid of 
Erin; But ſtrong muſt be that warriors hand 
1 that conquers Erins chiefs; matchleſs his 
„ _—_ in ſight. | 17 


* 


* 3 * 
Bos. 


. ſteps of age, and wk ſpoke 1 the words s of 85 


Whence are theſe arms of ſteel? If Friends 


this day the lovely Evirallen ſhall bleſs the 


The hero came to meet us. Manly ſerenity | 
adorn'd his brow. His open front ſhew'd the 
kindneſs of his heart. Welcome, he ſaid. 


\ 


5 


chief, I hs; ©the light of my 
fathers deeds blazes in my ſoul. Tho young 3 
ſeek my beam of glory foremoſt in the ranks 
of foes. Ae I can fall, but 1 ſhall fall. 
with renown: | 5 7717 


„ 3 


Happy 18 thy father, o generous youth! | 


more happy the maid of thy love. Thy glory 


ſhall ſurround her with praiſe; thy valor raiſe 
her charms. O were my Evir-allen thy ſpouſe, 5 
my years woud paſs away in joy. Pleas'd 1 
woud deſcend into the grave: contented ſee the | 


end of my days. 


The feaſt was ſpread: ſtately and flow came. 


Evir-allen. A ſnow white veil cover'd her bluſh- 
ing face, Her large blue eyes were bent on 
earth. Dignity flow'd round her graceful ſteps. 
A ſhining tear fell glittering on her check. 
She appear'd lovely as the mountain flower 
when the ruddy beams of the riſing ſun gleam 
on its dew cover'd fides. Decent ſhe ſate. High 


beat my fluttering heart. Swift thro) my veins 


flew my thrilling blood. An unuſual weight op- 
prefs'd my breaſt. I ſtood, darken'd, in my place. 
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The image of the maid wander'd over my 
- money ſoul. 


The ſprightly harps melodious voice aroſe 


from the ſtrings of the Bards. My ſoul melted 


away in the ſounds, For my heart like a ſtream 
- Aow'd gently away in ſong. Murmurs ſoon 
broke upon our joy. Half unſheathed daggers 
gleam'd. Many a voice was heard abrupt. 


Shall the ſon of the ſtrangers be prefer'd? 
Soon ſhall he be roll'd away, like miſt, by _ 


the ruſhing breath of the tempeſt. Sedate I 
roſe, for I deſpis'd the boaſters threats. The 
Fair ones eye follow'd my departure. I heard 
a ſmother'd ſigh burſt from her breaſt. 


3 


The horns harſh ſound ſummon'd us to the = 
doubt ful ſtrife of ſpears. Lothmar fierce hunter 


of the woody Galmal firſt oppos'd his might. 
He vainly inſulted my youth, but my ſword 


Vs cleft his brazen ſhield, and cut his aſhen lance 


in twain. Straight 1 witheld my deſcending 


blade. Lothmar retir'd confus'd. 


= Then roſe the red-hair'd ſtrength of Sulin. 


— 


Evirallen, ES. 29 | 


Fi jerce rolb d his deep ſunk eye. His ſhaggy 
brows ſtood erect. His face was contracted 
with ſcorn. Thrice his ſpear pierc'd my buckler. 25 
Thrice his ſword ſtruck on my helm. Swift 


flaſhes gleam'd from our circling blades. The | 


pride of my rage aroſe, Furious I ruſh'd on 
the chief, and ſtretch'd his bulk on the plain. 
Groaning he fell to earth. Legos ſhores re- 
echoed from his fall. 


Then advanc'd Cormac, grace ful in glitter- 
ing arms. No fairer youth was ſeen on Erins 
graſſy hills, His age was equal to mine: His 
port majeſtic; his ſtature tall and ſlender, like 
the young ſhooting . poplar in Luthas fireamy - 
vales; but ſorrow fate upon his brow: lan- 
guor reign'd on his cheek. My heart inclin'd 
to the youth. My ſword oft avoided to wound; 
often ſought to ſave his days: but he ruſh'd* 
eager on death, He fell — Blood guſh'd from 
his panting breaſt. Tears flow'd ſtreaming from 
mine eyes. Iſtretched forth my hand to the chief. 
I profer'd gentle words of peace. Faintly he 
ſeiz'd my hand. „Stranger, he ſaid, „I wik 
lingly die, for my days were oppreſs'd, with 


Eotralen. 


woe. Evir-wallen rejected my love. She rlighs 5 
ted my tender ſuit. Thou alone deſerveſt the 


maid, for pity reigns in thy ſoul, and thou 


art generous and brave. Tell her, I forgive 
her ſcorn. Tell her I deſcend with joy into the 
grave, but raiſe the ſtone of my praiſe. Let 


the maid throw a flower on my tomb, and 


| requeſt. This ſhe can og to my ſhade. — 


mingle one tear with my duſt, this is my ſole 


A I woud have _— but broken ſighs iſſu- 


ing from my breaſt interrupted my faltring 


words. I threw my ſpear aſide. I claſp'd the 


youth in my arms: but, alas! his ſoul was 
already voy rats to the _— l of b 
Aber, — N 


Then thrice I rais'd my voice and call'd | 
the chiefs to combat. Thrice. 1 brandiſh'd my 


ſpear, and wielded my glittering ſword. No 


Warrior appear d. They dreaded the force of 


% 


= 


my arm, and JO the biue-ey'd maid. — 


I Three TOR, I remain'd in Brannos halls. On ' 
the fourth he led me to the chambers of the 


Ebviralen. vt © 


fair. She came forth attended by her maids; | 
graceful in lovely majeſty, like the Moon > 
when all the ſtars confeſs her ſway, and retire 
reſpectful and abaſh'd. T laid my ſword at her 
feet. Words of love flow'd faltring from my 
tongue. Gently ſhe gave her hand. Joy ſeiz'd 
my enraptur'd ſoul. Branno was touch'd at the 
fight. *He clos'd me in his aged arms. — 


40 wert thou,“ ſaid he, © the ſon of my 
triend, the ſon of the mighty Fingal, then 
were my happineſs complete.“ — 


« T am, I am the ſon of thy friend,” I re- 
ply'd, “ Offian the ſon of Fingal, ” then ſunk 
upon his aged breaſt, Our flowing tears ming- 
led together, We remain d long Os in each 
others arms. | 


Such was my youth, o Malvina but alas 
I am now forlorn. Darkneſs covers my ſoul. 
Yet the light of ſong beams at times on — 
mind. It — e my woe, 


* Bards prepare my tomb. Lay me by the 
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fair -Evir-allen. When the revolving” years 

bring back the mild ſeaſon of ſpring to our 

hills, ſing the praiſe of Conas Bard, of Offian 
the friend of the diſtreſs'd. . 
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SULMORA | 


— —_ — 


The Argument. 


B 


x. <A has deliver'd the love in the fol- 
| lowing manner and it agrees in its eireumſtan- 
ces very nearly with the poem. << Oſſian having 
ſail'd from Ireland where he had been on a' 
viſit to his father in law Branno, touch'd at 
the isle of miſt, where he found Bragela, the 
widow of his friend Cuthullin, in a deplorable 
fituation. Sulmora her daughter by Cuthullin 
was exquiſitely beautiful, and many chiefs 
came from different countries to court her. At 
laſt ſhe was captivated by the merit of Flathal, 
chief of Imore , who by his gentle comport« 

ment. al graceful figure had gain'd her affection, | 
and a day being fix*d (by Bragelas conſent) 
to celebrate the nuptials, according to the eus- 
tom of theſe days, with ſolemnity, Turthor, 
chief of Urthor, a Country in Lochlin, came 

e 


with a great retinue, under the pretext of ren- 
dering the ceremony the more pompous, but 
in reality to enable him to carry off the fair Sul - 
mora by force, and revenge himſelf of her 
flight. This he effectuated the night preceding 
her marriage, and on that of Oſſians arrival. — 


The other particulars can be collected from 
the Poem. At the concluſion the poet breaks 
off, and bewails his own unhappy ſituation. 
He finiſhes with an apoſtrophe ſuppos'd to be 
directed to a Culdee, or one of the firſt Chris- 
tian miffionaries, who, flying A e took 
| yen into Morven. 


- This is the firſt paſſage in Ofians Poems 
Gere any exact re ber e. of a 8 Wit 


is intimated. e f 
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float the deeds of other years over my ſinking 


ſoul! Silent ye wander in darkneſs. Ve are loſt 


in the dreary womb of night. Lie hid in night 
ye duſky deeds, like ye my ſoul is dark. — 


Why biddeſt thou, o daughter of Toſcar! 
that I ſhoud recal to thy mind the days of my 


youth! Why ſing to thine ear the deeds of 
heroes! — But thou rejoiceſt in Offians voice. 


My ſong pours pleaſure along thy ſoul. Thou 
heareſt with delight the ſounds of my praiſe. 


Hear then my ſong, thou lovely maid! liſten 
to the actions of thy Oſcars father. — 24 15k. DIR: 


«I rais'd my fails in Larmors bay. My 2 | 
was through the white foam of Ocean, from 


Ullins graſſy plains. I look'd for Morvens 
guiding beam. I ſaw a oF ſtar *) ruſhing 
acroſs the ſky, blazing and — bis nay 


4 4 


2 Probably a Comet. 1 68 en, 
C4 


What lowers over Offians thoughts! Why 


hair around. It ſtrode terrific thro' the blue 
vault of heaven. The little ſtars were devour'd 
in its courſe. Its paths were furrow'd with 
red glaring flame, It ſeem'd to menace ruin to 
the race of men. My ſoul boded misfortune: 
My heart was oppreſs'd; But Offian felt no fear. 


-. Rough over the ſurges ruſh'd the wind of 
Lochlin. In wild confuſion roll'd the burſting 
clouds. Dreadful, and in rattling peals roar'd the 
hoarſe voice of thunder. Flaming thro the bo- 
ſom of the tempeſt flew the forky flaſh. Thro 
the dazling blaze I ſaw an angry ghoſt wildly 
' raging in the ſtorm. Furious he ſtrode from 
cloud to cloud. With his right hand he heav'd 

the deep. With his left he embroiPd the face of 

heaven. His flaming eyes ſcatter'd terror. The 
ſea funk beneath his ſteps. The rocks nodded = 
as he mov'd. 


1 


It was the ghoſt of Cuthullin. — 7 


1 rais'd my voice. «Son of Semo,” I ſaid, 
why aflrighteſt thou thus thy friend? What 
troubles thy mighty ſoul? Does danger ſurround 
thy race? Speak. — Oſſians ſword may prevail. 


3 


Fingals ſon may deſtroy thy foes. He paſs'd | 
without reply; but Joy ſeem'd to brighten 
over his dark troubled face. — 


The winds were laid. The ocean ſeem'd to 
ſleep. Night reign'd around, — _ 


« Hail Night,” I faid, «I greet thy ſo- 
vereign ſway. Thou reigneſt uncontroPd and 
alone. Thou art mighty in thy ſolemn gloom, 
when thou covereſt the wide expanſe of ocean, 
and addeſt new horrors to its roar. Thou art 
terrible in thy greatneſs , when, acroſs thy 
ſhades, the glaring flaſh burſts from the labring 
boſom of a cloud, and ſhews the foam daſh'd 
rocks. Thy coming forth is awful; Thy ſteps - 
ſtately and majeſtic, when ſlow, thou glideſt 
over the brown heathy plain, and ſpreadeſt thy 
vaſt veil over the cloud top'd hills and waving 
woods, | Pins 


Then recedes the ſun from thy face. He 
flys to his weſtern cave. Then Myriads of 
twinkling ſtars adorn thy flowing robe, and. 
the moons mild glimmering beams tinge its 
wide extended ſkirts. The ſtreams gliſten 

| C3 þ 


_ 


Ps, 
faintly thro* their winding vales. A deeper 


brown verdure is ſhed over the woods. The 


rough rocks gleam to heaven. The bewilder'd 


hunter, rejoices at the ſight, and haſtens to 
his booth of reſt.” — 


The isle of Miſt appear'd, and Dunſcais 
lofty walls. IT went to the friendly towers. 


The ſmoke of the hall was ceas'd No harps 


ſoft voice was heard. No ſon of ſong came 
forth. I ſaw Bragela's Maids, + Where is the 


daughter of Sorglan I ſaid. They turn'd away 
their faces, * wept. 


Atlength the reverend Caril came. Sorrow 


| ſat upon his wrinkled brow, His ſteps were 


ſhort, His voice was broken with ſighs. — 

„Thou comeſt, o Warrior, he cry'd, © Thou 
comeſt to fee Bragela's woe. But thou art as 
the ſhower, in ſummer, deſcending on the 
parch'd ſultry plain: It bids the faded bloſſom 
live again, and the half wither'd tree rear its 


green boughs to heaven. The race of Fingal 
protects the weak; the injur'd receive enn 


from thy ſword: * — 


— 


Sulmora. 


« What darkens Carils ſoul? What affliets _ 


the lovely Bragela? She was wont to greet my 


approach with joy, with the pleaſing ſmile of _ 


friendſhip.” Joy,“ reply'd the bard, © is 
flown from Bragela. Woe dwells in her aching 
heart. Sulmora her daughter is torn from her 
breaſt. Turthor, Urthors bloody chief, came to 
Dunſcai *) from Lochlin. Falſe pleaſure beam'd 


in his face: but his ſoul was cruel and dark. 


He came, he ſaid, to gain the honor of the 
ſpear, and grace Sulmoras nuptial day. His at- 


tendants were numerous and arm'd. Three 
days he feaſted in the hall. On the fourth he 
fought with Flathal. But who coud withſtand 


the force of Flathal ? Turthor Was overcome. 
Fury roll'd in his deep ſunk eye. His heart of 
pride ſwell'd with deſpair. The death of the 
youth was dark in his ſoul, yet he diſſembled 
his rage. He once had ſought Sulmoras love. 


She rejected the ſurly chief. His words were 
ro h. His wild looks were odious to her fight, 


Ok nought he ſpoke but blood and arms. But 
Flathal, Imors graceful chief, was the ſecret 
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- Ggh of her Wl Twirwords in private were 
pleaſant. One was their path in the chaſe. 
When at the feaſt they ſung, the mild ſpirits of 

the hills deſcended on their blue curling clouds 
to liſten to their ſong. Bragela ſaw their mutual 
love. She bleſſed the gentle youth. She promis'd 


Same. 


the ſoft bluſhing Sulmora. But Turthor ruſh'd 


thro' night, he carried off the weeping fair. I 
hear'd her unavailing ſhrieks. I faw her des- 


order'd locks float deſhevell'd on the driving 


blaſt. I call'd on Flathal and Conloch. They _ 


ruſh'd along like two black clouds laden with 
baleful thunder. Few are their warriors, o 
Offian ! and Flathal bears no ſhield. 


© of Go, tell Bragela,” I ſaid, „Oſſian will 


reſcue Sulmora. Or fall by Turthors arm. — 


« Sons of echoing Morven, graſp your ſhining 
ſpears! Follow my ſteps to fight! „Swift we 
flew along Caruths *) ſtream. We- met the 
chiefs under Carduffs *) hanging brow. The 
battle was engag'd. But why ſhoud I tell Mal- 
vina how angry warriors fought! — Flathals 


DD) a ſwift and roaring ſtream. 
#*) a black rocky Mountain. 


) 


— 


* 
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ſword, unfaithful to his hand, broke ſhort on 
Turthors helm. He ſtood unarm' d, and ſhield- 
leſs. Yet he collected his mighty ſoul. He 
ruſh'd in his rage on the foe, but he fell over 
Sargars corſe. Supine on earth he lay. 


From Carduffs point Sulmora ſurvey'd his 
Fall: ſhe thought her chief was ſlain. She fain 


woud fly. She ſhriek'd aloud. She wildly 
ſtretch'd out her arms. High, over her troubled 


heart, heav'd her white ſwelling - breaſt, like 


foam, on Caruths troubled wave, when its 


gurgling ſurges tumble down the rocks and 
roll their eddies to the ſhore. She funk on 
Wermars *).arm like a blaſted flower, when 


the ſultry breeze has baw'd its N Er 
and ſpoil'd it of its dies. 


1 ftretch'd my ſhield over Flathal. Turthors 


ſpear ruſh'd thro' its edge. Loud tinkled the 
brazen orb. Straight he drew his flaming blade, 
He ſtood collected in his might, like a hunted 


boar, the terror of the woods, foaming. and ö 
grinding his n tots: His red — * 


— 


—_— — — 


55 Turthors chief Bard. 
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n | Sulmora. 

| deſpiſes danger. Undifmay'd he ſees the baying 
dogs. His fury grows at the fight of the hun- 
ter. So ſtood the ſavage ſtrength of Turthor. 
We clos'd i in fight: he fell in all his 1 — 


I gave Turthors ford nd ſhield to Flathal. 
The battle turn'd. Conloch *) purſued the foe. 
Turmin ſtrove to bound over Caruths ſtream. 
Conlochs ſpear met bim in the air. He tumbled 


floundering in the waves , like the vaſt fish of 
Lochlin, when wounded by the fiſhers dart he 


rolls flouncing in death, and reddens the foam 
of Ocean. | 


I rear'd dens 1 my voice. I bade _ battle 
ceaſe, The chiefs obey'd. We haſted to Carduffs 
top. Sulmora lay on earth. Her ſoul ſeem'd 


departed to the cloudy manſions of her fathers. 


Down Flathals mournful cheek fell a burſting 


tear. His loud complaints reach'd her ſoul. She 


: open'd her half extinguiſh'd eyes. Art thou 


come from thy cloud,” ſhe ſaid. thou lovely 
eam of Imor! Pleaſant is thy graceful form. 
0 coud I wander with thee on the winds, thou 
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dweller in my ſoul. Flathal rais'd the maid. | 


She ſunk upon his breaſt. She appear'd like the 
wan moon of heaven, when after a ſtorm, ſhe 


looks thro the rainy clouds of night and mildly 


lggghtens the ſtill trembling vale. She ſoon reviv'd. 
Joy gleam'd over Flathals face. 


Let us depart I ſaid.” Bragela's heart is 


ſad. Affliction muſt not dwell in her breaſt.” — 


Go, ſon of ſong, Go Wermar to thy flying | 
friends. Bid them retire to their fenny lakes. 


They are foes of the fair. Pity is a ſtranger to 
their minds. Their thoughts are baleful as the 


miſt of Lano. Their ſouls are rough as the 
rocks of their land. 


Silent, and in grief he trode ee wy 
heart ſuffer'd for offending the bard. 


We came to Dunſcais towers. Bragela ſaw 
our approach. The ſound of our ſteps was plea- 
ſant to her ear. Great was the joy of her ſoul, 
The joy of her ſoul was great; for Sul mora 


Was releas'd, and Conloch had gain'd his fame. 


The feaſt of ſhells was ſpread. A thouſand 


* 8 ; 
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lights blaz'd in the hall. The trembling harps 
.of Joy were ſtrung. Heart pleaſing ſounds 
mounted to heaven. I ſung the heaving breaſt 
of love. I.rais'd Sulmoras charms. Flathal thou 
waſt not forgotten: thy praiſe was grateful to 
the fair. 


Carl ſung Cuthullins deeds, his warlike 
deeds in Erin. He ſung the mighty deeds of 


Oſcar, when*Caros fled before his ſword. But 


he ſaw the tear ſtealing from my cheek. He 


| ſaw, and chang'd the ſong. Ah, lovely maid, I 


hear thy ſigh. Thou feeleſt Oſſians woe. He 


has no ſon to prop his trembling ſteps; no child 
to weep over his grave; no friend to lay him. 
in his tomb. — I hear your call ye dreary 


years, I willingly depart. My memory is loſt; 5 


my fame begins to fade. 1 


O Thou who dwelleſt in the ſecrer cave, 
thou ſon of the diſtant land, thou haſt promis'd 
comfort to Oſſian: Thy words flame acroſs my 

thoughts. They pleaſe, yet harrow my ſoul. 
Thou ſingeſt of that mighty Power, who ever 
was, and ever ſhall remain: whoſe thought is 
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action, and whoſe Will is birth;/ ; whoſe Word 
has form'd the heavens, the earth, and rolling 
ſea. Thou ſingeſt of wondrous times to come, 
when the extinguiſh'd ſun ſhall fall, when the 
dim ſtars ſhall tumble from heaven, when the 
heavens themſelves ſhall fail. Thou ſpeakeſt of 
rewards for generous deeds. Come, thou awful 
dweller of the rock! come to my halls. My 
ſoul is now diſpos'd for thy ſong. My aged 
heart 1s loaden with TI. 
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-RYNOS SONG 


5 'ON THE DEATH 
5 o FE 


ec: 0 2 


a 1 *** ————— 
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The Argument. 
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| I: is imagin'd that this poem was written - 
immediately on the newes of Oſcars being mur- 
. der'd by Cairbre in Ireland. It is one of the 
poems which has been beſt preſery'd by tra- 
dition. I have carefully follow'd all the inflec- 
tions of the old Celtic language ) in order to 
perform the promiſe, I formerly made the public, 
of giving ſome further ſpecimen of the profidy 

and poetic turn of the ancient Celtic Bards. 


: This Poem tho it bears the name of Rynos 
ſong, is generally thought to have been com- 
pos d by Oſſian. 


Oo ee ** 
'RYNOS SONG 
ON THE DEATH or OSCAR. 


What dreadful noiſe aſſails my ear! 

The welkins all in fame. 

The ſereaming wind ruſhes impetuous theo” the 

| mountain woods 

Prone falls the aged oak, rent from its ſeat: 

The ſhatter'd pine tumbles groaning from its 
airy rock; 

The wolln torrent roars foaming down the 

ſide of my grot. 

The bigh branch'd ſtag ſtarts from * bed of 

| moſs. | 5 8b va 

confuſion reigns around. | EO . 


"= 422 * £38 aug 5 

Hark louder , and ni louder roars the 4 
Blue glaring flaſhes hiſs along the ſky, 
The fire impregn'd clouds burſt in twain: 
Hoarſe, craſhing, rough, ant ee the | 

voice of thunder. 

Darkneſs covers the ſun. 
The croaking raven fails ſide ways in the blaſt; 
Sad deſolation reigns arouſd. 


— 


* A 


= 
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"They roll, curl, and divide, as he paſſes. | 
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my cave. | 
A flood of rain covers the plain. 


'See how the blue waves daſh againſt the rocks: 2 


How they mix and roll their troubled foam 
With the brown ſcudding clouds of heaven. 


The elements are all at war. 


Dreary horror reigns around. : | 17 7 


But 10! I fee a gloomy ghoſt riding in the ſtorm. 


He is of the race of Morven. 
Long trails of flame mark the tracks of his feet. 


| The dancing waves bend their white foaming | 


ends, 
As he glides in his rage above them. 
Clouds fink under his ſteps: _ 0 


O Morven ſome Chief of thy race is fallen! 


Some hero of thine is lain in Erin! — 


* n 
& 2 "of * \ 


© Malvina I ſee thy falling tear. 


I fee the paleneſs of thy cheek : 
I ſee the throbbing of thy heart. 


en the death of Oſcar. 
I hear the breeze of Lutha. 

It ſeems to ſay as it flies. 

The days of thy joys are o er.” 
Brouze fearleſs ye roes of Gy | 55 
Tremble no more ye mountain boars! Sond 


The young hunter lies welt ring in dee 
His bow hangs uſeleſs in his hall. 


Yes the ſon ot thy love is U 1 
The youth of thy ſoul is fallen. 
Morvens braveſt hero is fällen, 
Slain by a traitors hand! — 8 
Tis he who rides on the whirlwinds bs wy 8 
And drives the ſtorm along. 


Tis Oſcar; lamenting the loſs of his fame, 1981 
That ſcatters thus his terrors around. 


* 
* ; : 


But why come in a ſtorm to the hills of Ardven} 


Thou diſt not fall like the leaf i in Autumn: 4 
Nor coud the foe boaſt of thy eaſy defeat: ; 
Thy lance was ting'd with the traitors blood. 


Morvens rocks ſhall reſound with da 78 85 
The bards ſhall fing thy: „ 


Many and glorious were the fields of thy fame. 5 


"a * — 
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| 30 Rynos Song on the death of Oſcar. | 
The hunter in climbing the hill, 
When he ſees thy moſscover'd ſtone, 
Shall ſtop a moment and weep; 
And ſay. „Here lies a hero of the times of old. 
Here lies the migthy ſon of Offian. ” 


ei a > 
Ye Daughters of Morven call forth your tears: 
© Bemoan the ſtrong warriors fall. 

lis hand was prompt to revenge your wrongs, 
When the ſons of Lochlin ravag'd the land. 
But ſee he paſſes ſoftly away,  _____ 
. His ſoul is no more enflam'd with rage. 3 
No more he laments the loſs of his fame. . | 


; The voice of the bard has ſoothed his mind. 
: Placid, and calm he now fleets along, 
No more ſtrews e and en around. 
* 12 
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MALVINA 
DRAMATIC POEM. | 


TT his Poem is extremely intereſting as it con» 
veys an exact notion of the tragic compoſitions 
of the ancient Celts. The ſubject is very fit to 
raiſe onr feelings to the higheſt degree of pity 
and terror. — Malvina, daughter of Toſcar 
was betrothed to Oſcar, ſon of Qian; and a day. 
was fix*d for the ſolemnity of their mariage; 
but newes coming of the murder of Cormac, 
King of Ireland, Fingal, Offian and Oſcar were 
oblig'd to depart to avenge his death, and puniſh 
the uſurper Cairbar. On their arrival Cairbar 
invites Ofcar to a feaſt. Oſcar in conformity 
to the cuſtom of theſe heroie times, accepts of 

the invitation, and is murder'd by this traitor. 
His body is ſent with ſome Bards, and one of 


EN * friends to be buried i in Selma. 


* 


3 


Malvina, who was at a party of hunting 
with two female friends, meets the funeral 
pomp, and diſcovers the corſe of her lover. 
Her ſudden anguiſh; her broken wailings; her 
wild emotions of deſpair, are admirably 
Cketch'd out, and ſhew how perfectly this ex- 
alted genius, in following the dictates of na- 
ture, arriv'd at all the height of tragic com- 

_ poſition 5 my 
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A DRA MATIC POEM. 


K 6 . I 


PERSONS. 
' Uri: Fingals chief Bard, ſent by him c 


Ireland to convey and bury Oſcars 
body in Selma, | > "7 


; CoLGAN. An under Bard, 


Carnor. A friend of Ofcar, and 2 chief of 
Morven. | 


MALVINA. Daughter of Toſcar, chief of Eutha. | 


CorhoNA.] Daughter of Sorglan, à chief of 
„ CuLma. |.  Leth 5; | 2502 


— 


1 4 3 am 


The ſcene is upon a mountain nigh the ſea ſhore, - 


9 F. | 
* 


| 


. 
' i 1 


„„ SE. - 
A DRAMATIC POEM. 


* — * * 


| Corma. 


i N. lovely maid of Lutha , wipe away the 
tear of ſorrow. See the grey morn dawns on 
our hills. The thin ſhades fleet away before 


tte bright beams of the ſun. Let us awake the 


reſounding woods, and rouze * bounding 
roes from their ſtreams. 


MALVIxX. 


- * » The chaſe affords me joy no more. My 
I hike, o Colma! is diſtant far. The winds 
lift his fair locks in Erin. Ye gentle gales bear 
him my ſighs. Let his manly heart flutter at the 
thoughts of his love. But why ſhoud thoughts 
of love employ the hero! My young eagle 


ſoars over his prey. His * delights in the 


— ng arms. 


CoOLMA. 19 8 
Thy ſong is heard no more in Luthas vales. 
Its ſtreams bear no more thy ſounds along. 


5 
0 


'Þ 


| Miloins. A dramatic Poem. + 3 


Shake off this gloomy cloud of woe. Grief 
waſtes the bloom of beauty. It wans the cheek 
of lovelineſs, and few' are the days of the 
mourner. Come, my fair one, bend the yew. 
Thy bounding dogs court thee to the chaſe. 
Thy young lover will ſoon return from the b 
fields of renown.” | _ 


8 MALVIN A. 
Ab Colma ſome friend of Malvina is low! 
Some hero fallen in Erin! Amid the ſhades of 
night, when filence reign'd in the hall, and all 
but Malvina taſted the balm of reſt, a mourn- 
ful voice glided thro the ſtrings of my harp. 
I roſe, but the voice departed. Fear ſeiz'd my 
trembling limbs. I thought it was my Ofcars 
voice. I laid me down again. New terrors 
crowded. on my ſoul. The light tread of death 
wander d over the floor. The arms of my father 
rung on the walls. Theſe are ſign 40 woe. 
They baniſh peace from my breaſt. | 


| Corma. 

Vain terrors ſeize thee, o daughter of heroes. 
They taint thy youthful days. Oſcar burns 
with thy love. I heard the ſigh break from the 

| D 4 1 


36 e 


warriors breaſt. I ſaw the tear burſt from his 
eye at his departure. He appear'd ſad ,, but 
lovely like the ſetting ſun, when ſudden rainy 


wee - clouds obſcure his brightneſs, and partly veil 


his beauty. He often turn'd; oft ſought his 
blue ey'd maid. Selmas daughters envy'd thy 
bliſs. Bluſhes cover'd their faces. Stolen ſighs 
ruſh'd from their ſwelling breaſts. Yet they 


pPrais'd the fair hair'd youth, and bleſſed the 


* So Thy yours ſhall roll away in joy. 


happy Malvina. Why then art thou ſad my 


| c UTHO 70 1 at addreſlng 
herſelf to Malyina.) 


Far in the duſky folds of Ocean I ſpy'd a 
_ diſtant ſhip. Ar firſt it ſeem'd a gather'd miſt, 
ane like a cloud on the boſom of the Wa- 
: it grew ſwiftly on my eager fight. I ſaw” 
its 3 prow cut thro' the foaming ſurge, 
and travel towards the clouds of heaven. The 
Weſtern winds fill'd its outblown fails, and 
drove it to our coaſt. I then knew it to be the 
Fhip of the King, and came in haſte, o Mal- 
Vina, to bear thee theſe grateful newes. , | 


| Malvina. A dramatic Poem. 37 

. d WP; BAR Ds, (at a diſtance.) Tao 

Woe! Woe to thy towers, 0 Selma! Wos 

to thy- mournful halls! Pale lies the firſt of thy 

youths ! Fallen the ſtern breaker of chields; 

Woe! Woe to thy towers, o Selma! Woe to 
= monrnful halls! 


Urin. 


Receive his ghoſt ye departed heroes of Mor- 
ven! Receive him in your lofty clouds! The 
young warrior was ſtrong in arms. He was 
terrible in fight. His ſword was the ſcourge of 
the haughty: his ſpear the prop of the weak. 
He fell in his youth by a traitors hand. Weep 
him ye maids of Selma. The pride _ BOL 1 
of your race is effac'd. — — 


| Colcan.. 


Ve fair, ſtrew flowers on his tonb! b bathe : 
his grace with your tears. The defender of 
your beauty is low! The firſt in the race is 
fallen! No more ſhall his ſteps be ſeen on Cona. 
No more ſhall his arrow pierce the flying hind, 
or mountain roe. Swift as the eagle of heaven 


be flew thro the ranks of foes. Like the whale 


| SS; 


38 * Malvina. A dramatic Poem. 

of Ocean he roll'd his force uncontrol'd along. 
Hoſts broke againſt his ſhield like waves a- 
 gainſt the rough ſides of a lofty rock. But alas! 


he is fallen. The pride of Ardven is falbn; 
| fall'n by a traitors hand. 


MALVINA. 


What is this ſolemn pomp? What funds 


ſtrike my troubled car! Ha, they come from 
Erin! Theſe are Fingals bards. | 


* 

_ CarTuvL, (diſcovering Malvins.) ) 
How ſhall I relate the mournful tale, and 
pour grief along Malvinas ſoul? The youth of 
her love has mounted the clouds. My generous 
friend is no more: but his ſpear ſtretch'd Erins 
King at his feet. The traitor Cairbar bled by 
his lance. Swift vengeance follow'd his crime. 
| MALVINA. oe 

(She is ſuppos'd to overhear Cathuls diſcourfe. 
- In the mean time the funeral pomp advances, 


and approaches ſo near that ſhe e 
the bloody corſe of Oſear.) | | 


Ah, is the youth of my love no more! This - 


is my Oſcars corſe! Art thou ſlain my, lovely | 


Malvina. 4 dramatic Poem. » 


Oſcar! — Ah I ſee the livid wound of his 
breaſt! — Speak to me my love! Speak to thy 
forlorn Malvina! — Ah he is dead! My lovely 


Oſcar is dead! — How didſt thou fall my 
love! — Who coud have ſlain the mighty 


Oſcar! Ah ſpeak! — He is filent! — for ever 
filent. — Ofcar, my gentle Ofcar is dead! — 
Woe to my ſorrowful days! Woe to my aching 
ſoul. — But ſee he winks from his bright fided 
cloud, and prompts me to mount the winds. 
Yes I will follow thee my love. Thy cold, dark 


grave ſhall ſoon contain my fad remains. A 
ruſh on ye ghoſts of my fathers. Ruſh on with _ 


the wings, of tempeſts. Bear me away to my 
Oſcar. 


CaATHUL. 


Haſten ye maids of Lutha: haſte to Malvinas © * 


aid. See, ſee ſhe faints, ſhe falls. Bear her 


away from the ſorrowful ſight of her love. 5 
Call back her fainting ſtrength! The bitter 
ſ.afts of woe have pierc'd her tender heart. 


Grief, like the red glaring meteor: that ſhoots 
thro the dark cloud of a ſtorm, darts "eas 
her gloomy foul. TE) 
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n corn. 

Luthas faireſt flower is faded. The AY 
ing breath of the ſouth has paſs'd over its 
lovely head, and wither'd its blooming beauty. 
Come, © Cuthona, W e and _ the _ 

py * | 


Curnona. ; 


7 - Hams lay her ſoftly down at the foot of 
vonder moſſy rock, where the refreſhing 
breeze, and cooling ſtream, may ſettle her | 

. ruffled ſoul. There let us ſeek to ſooth her 
anguiſh; and blunt the edge of ſorraw. — 


— 


Ah why art thou abſent, o Oſſian! why 
abſent in the day of her grief. Thy ſong woud - 
lull her ſtormy ſoul to reſt: by! words appeaſe , 
cher woe. 3 | | 


Ca ATH. ' | 

Veil thy light, o Sun! in thy clouds. Let 
- darkneſs cover theſe mournful ſcenes! O Selma 

the pride of thy youth is fallen. The wings of 
thy young eagle are lopt away. Weep ye 
gentle maids! but weep in ſilence, leſt the 
King of the world rejoice in our loſs, and 


'  Malvina. A dramatic Poem. 6 


0 to ravage our hills. O King of the world 


he humbled thy pride. He drove thy foaming 


* 


ſteeds from our land. Thou too, o Caros of 


ſhips, thou trembledſt at his fight. Thou cree- 


pedſt inglorious behind thy mounds, nor daredſt 


to face his ſteel. Lochlins ſons felt his force. 


The faithleſs Cormalo bled beneath his lance. 


His voice was thunder to the foe: his arm 


ſtrong as the mountain torrent when ſudden 


rains ſwell its foaming ſtream , and bear it im- 
petuous to the vale. It breaks the oppoſing dams, 


roars triumphant 1 in its courſe; ; and roots away 


the lofty groves and oaks, 


' Raiſe ye Bards the PIE of woe: : Give his 
ſoul to the winds. Send the young warrior to 
the 0 120 manſions of his fathers, Lo 


| Cnoirn OF Barns. 


Deſcend ye warrior ghoſts of Morven! x 


deſcend on your ruſtling wings. Receive in 
your choir the young hunter of Cons. bt 


ULLtN. 


Bring him his robes of miſt ; "bis dufky. 
ſhield, and ſpear, He is no faint ee 
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"62 Malvina. A dramatic Poem. 
' trembling in his courſe; no warrior ſhrinking 
from foes* His foul was ſtedfaſt in danger. 
His heart like the ſteel of his ſword. Not 
gathering hofts coud ſhake his ſoul, or force 
the chief to flight. When danger pours round 
Morven. When the ſpears of ſtrangers gleam 
on our hills, then come, o Oſcar, to the aid of 
thy friends. Shew them thy manly form from 
id; Inſpire them to follow and imitate 


= thy deeds. They ſhall live in ſong, for thou 


© aſt generous and brave. 


3 : 


_CoLGAN. 
Roll on ye dark winged years! convey his 
name to future times. When Morvens race has 
faild. When Selmas mouldring towers are fal- 
len. When the grey ſtones of the warrior are 
loſt in the heath, his name ſhall be rever'd, 
his memory eſteem'd. Future bards ſhall raiſe 


thy glory. They ſhall glow at the recital of 
thy valor, and melt ex in thy praiſe. | 


5 Corn OF 8 
Deſcend ye Warrior ghoſts, receive the 
young hunter of Cona. WS 


— 
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The Argument. 
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1 following e to be a remnant 
of the drama of the ancient Celts. It is ſaid 
that on certain occaſions pieces of this kind 
were exhibited; but on this head we are oblig d 
to have recourſe to conjecture, as tradition is 
very obſcure and uncertain on this point. The 
common people in Ireland have ſtill 1 
ſeveral old farces, but as they are not remar- 
kable either for their elegance of thought 5 or 
diction > I was oblig'd to 1 5 them. 


* 


* : . 


5 
XIV EN2 AND SIRA. 
. POEM 


8 * * 


Rea me the 1 of _ Melodious mufic 
floats over my ſoul. It awakens the ſoft feelings 
of delightful fancy „it recalls to my mind the 
pleaſing times of my youth. I ſhall ſing the 
loves of Kinfena and Sira — Liſten my friends 
2 oy ſong; 3 it has the power of NY Woe. 


K INT ENI. | | Ki” 


I thou lovely maid, I ſee thy ſteps on 
Mora. *) The flowery heath ſcarce bends under 
thy feet. Thy long yellow lecks float on the 
wind. The taper bow is graceful in thy white 
hand. Thy heaving boſom ſwells and pants 
from the chaſe. Ah why purſueſt thou the ſtag 
of the deſert; why alone the roe of Mora? 
Thy once lov'd Kinfena is now forgotten. No 
more he attends thee at the chaſe: Alas waſting 
grief now devours the manly ſtrength of his 
form. He ſuffers, unheeded by thee. 


. 
- 
818 * FL * N ph — 4 
0 


*) 2 Mountain in Ulſter. ER | | 


Kinfena and. Sira, . 
For thee I fail'd to Land: in queſt of dark- 


hair'd Sanger. His arm was ſtrong as the torrent 
of Caruthz gloomy was his brow: his rage 
dreadful as the black gathering cloud of a ſtorm, - 


when the red glare burſts thro its riven ſides, 


and gives an iſſue to the howling winds. I 


brav'd his ſtrength, and ruſh'd with him into 


mortal combat. Piere'd by my ſteel he tumbled 
to earth: His foaming blood flow'd for thee 


on my lance. — But alas fince that time thou 
avoideſt Kinfenal! Since that time I kogaiſh 5 in 
woe! — 


Tf hs foul x was u ſmitten for Singers If the 
rough Warrior found entrance into thy heart, 


ah why then bid me avenge thee? Why wiſh 
I ſhoud ſhed the blood of the clitef? '— I re- 


ceiv'd no inſult from this ſtranger. Our fathers 
had never been foes; but to pleaſe thee T ven- 
turd my life: to obtain thy love I defy'd him 


to arms. Give me back my faith and my love. 
Return from the hill of Mora! Return thow 


fair one, or I die thro? deſpair! 


| But ſee! ſhe deſcends from the hill, bright 
As the bow of heaven, when the wa ſun 
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mines in the vale, and the foreſt of Mora | 


gleams to the clouds, Her faithful Dearg *) 


. precedes her ſteps; joyful he bounds along. 
But hark, I hear the muſic of her voice, her 


lovely ſounds reach my ear. I will retire to 


diſcover her Gough, '6 * Np the diſdain of 
Z her 200 5 | 


SIR 5 5 
No more does the chaſe afford pleaſure to 


Sira. Unruly love thou diſturbeſt the peace of 


my breaſt ! My once tender Kipfena 1s now 
faithleſs and falſe. Sulmalla has rob'd me of © 
the youth of my love. But what haſt thou, 
Sulmalla to boaſt, that Kinfena ſhoud prefer 


| thee to me. The maids of Mora praiſe my ſhape, 


the youths of Samar ſay my face is fair; I feel 
that my heart is kind, and that virtue ennobles 
my ſoul. But thou art deceitful, Sulmalla; fell 
envy has blacken'd thy mind. Ah may'ſt thou 


be hereafter Sulmalla, abandon'd and forſaken 


like me, but firſt may'ſt. thou taſte all that bliſs 
I once felt, then fink into the woe I now 


) The name of a dog. bly 7 
—— | ' 


Kinſena 3 Sira. E 
Ah where art thou much lov'd Kinfena? 
Coudſt thou hear the deep ſigh of my breaſt! 


Coudſt thou ſee the big tear how it flows; . 
it moiſtens my boſom for thee! — 


But what chief lies below in the vale? His 


head is reclin'd on his arm. Deep muſing he 


ſeems immers'd in grief — Ah me! it is my 
| Kinfena. — Kinfena why thus plaintive, and 


alone? Why alone and without thy Sulmalla? 


 KIiNFENA. 
Some foe to our bliſs, o Sira, has told thee 


a diſmal tale. Kinfena has heard thy kind 


words, and the woe of his ſoul is diſpell'd. 
Nor Sulmalla fair maid of the hill, nor any 
fair maid of the vale, have robb'd thee of the 
heart of thy chief; thou alone my Sree e 
in my ſoul. 


Come, fair one, to the houſe of my fates 
where his lofty towers hang nodding | o'er the 
white foaming torrent of Arduff , and high 
tufted trees defend them from the rage of the 
northern ſtorm. No more {hall dark Sanger dis- 
turb thee; my ſpear ſtretch'd the warrior low- 

E 2 


2 Kinſens and Sira. 


a 811A 
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Is the baſe ſpoiler fallen! then wil I go 

with Kinfena, and dwell in his fathers towers. 

No chieftain, when ſhielded by thee, ſhall offer 

- again diſhonor to Sira, or dare to blaſt her 
Fame, — . | 


No more ſhall Sulmalla diſturb me: No 
more her falſe wiles call forth the ſecret figh 
of my ſoul; for thou art dearer to me, my Kin- 
fena! than the ſtream to the long hunted ſtag; 
dearer than the flowery ſhrub to the rog. — _ 
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KINFENA. T 
Sulmalla tainted my ſoul, with black 
jealouſy's torturing bane. She aſſur'd me you 
lov'd fierce Sanger, and ſent me to combat the 
chief, that I may fall by his arm. She ſaid you 
loathed my fight, and wiſh'd to ſee me bleed: 
but fince thou art faithful and kind, my pangs 
and my anguiſh ceaſe. Thou art now dearer to | 
me, than ſoft falling rain to the parch'd vale of 
Lena, when the fiery ſun had dry'd up the 
rills, and the faded graſs lies languid , and 
reclin'd. — 1 WE 


Kinſoia CSS” 
' Srna. | 


Let un baniſh the thoughts of paſt woe, 
' and taſte pure bliſs whilſt me may. Our life, like I 
the face of yon lake, is now placid and ſtill; _ 
; to morrow a ſtorm ny diſturb the ſmoothneſs 5 
of its waves. | 75 


Come, come all ye maids of Mora, hear , 
and bear witneſs to Sira's voice. I live and 
ſhall die for Kinfena. — 


Thus ſung the fair maid of the hill, and 
thus her warrior ſung. Long flouriſh'd the 
happy pair. Their moſs cover'd tombs were long 

; ſeen on Mora. The hunter view'd them, and 
ſigh'd as he paſs'd, and young Virgins as | 
_— pies with their tears. 5 


HA 
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-OSSIANS SONG 


=Y © AFTER THE DEFEAT OF THE | 
3 ROMANS. 


* — 


— 


I. 


D eſeend on your ruſtling wings „ye warrior 
 — ghoſts deſcend. Come from your halls of thun; 
= der. Partake the bliſs of your ſons! The King 
Z of the world is chas'd from our fields; 4 the 
= haughty foe that menac'd our Land. bo 
| 


8 2. ; 55 
His ſnorting borſe in the pride of his courſe, 
no more ſhall bear him victorious away. Mor- . 
vens lance has ſtretch'd- on the pin, „the 
haughty foe that menac'd our Land. Th when 


' 


| 3. 
The wings of his eagles ſtrew'd terror 
around: ſtrew'd terror in the ſouls of our maids. 
= But our warlily youths ſmil'd at the fight. 
F They rufh'd like ſtreams thro' the ranks of 
1 their pride, and ſwept away the foes of the 

Land. ; KL Ty. 85 


— : 1 * 
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|  Offans Song after the defeat of the Romant. I 
A black cloud hover'd o'er our hills. Death - 


flew terrific thro' dur vales. The mothers wail, 


the Virgins ſtolen ſighs were heard. Fingal 


heard their moans. His kindling ſoul aroſe. 
Proud ſtranger why didſt thou tempt his rage: 


Why rouze the fierce warrior to arms? way 


come to ravage our Land? 


5. 


The lightning of his ſteel blaſted your tanks. 


Like deer ye fled before the flames of his ſword. 
Our affrighted maidens laugh at your flight. 
They aſk their returning victorious youths. 
« Were theſe the dread foes of the Land? 


: 6. | 


Raiſe ye Bards your tuneful ſongs. Sing 
Fingals glorious deeds. Seize your harps ye | 


white handed maids of Selma, let the warrior 


| live in your notes. Soothe his ſoul to reſt. 
Soothe the ſoul of the warrior to 0, whoſe 


arm a N the foes of the * 


Blakk brow'd care _ from © our feaſts. Hand | 


E * 
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92 Offians Song after the defeat of the Romanc. 
round ye maids the ſparkling ſhell. Ye warriors 


enjoy the recompenſe of the brave. Bleſt are 


the fair whoſe lovely charms, Morvens 
valorous youths defend. Happy the youths 
whoſe valor has ſav'd, Selmas maids, from the 
foes of the Land. | 
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The Argument: Fo | 


. * Rf 


8 is one of the moſt 18 of Othans 
compoſitions. 6 Duthlamor, ehief of Gorm-in - 
'. (fuppos'd to be one of the Shetland Islands) had 2 Y 
inſulted Fergus, the ſon of Fingal, on his landing J 
on his island, in his return to Morven. Fingal, to 2 
revenge this injury, ſaild with a numerous fleet 
againſt him. On the night of his arrival he ſees, 
in a dream, the ghoſt of his wife Clatho, daugh- = 
ter of Cath-ulla, king of Inniſtore. She warns 
him of the danger her daughter Boſmina is in, 
and deflres he ſhoud immediately depart to reſcue 
her from the hands of Malcargloſs, chief of 
Hertrol, a country in Scandinavia, who having 
fallen in love with Boſmina at a feaſt, ſeiz'd 
the occaſion of the abſence of Fingall and his 
Warriors to land in Morven, and carry her off 
by force. Fingal, determin'd by the viſion te 
KE 5. | 


16 The Argument. 
fly to the aid of Boſmina, and defirous to put 
a ſpeedy end to the war with Duthldior, ſends 
| his Bard Ullin to propeſe him to decide their 
difference by a ſingle combat. The combat is 
accepted; and the war terminated by the death | 
of Duthlamor. Fingal ſails from the bay of 
Clubar, lands in Morven, and meets Malcarg- 
loſs and his army. A battle enſues. Fingal kills, 
Maleargloſs, and routs his army; but in purſu- 
ing the enemy he finds his daughter Boſmina 
_ dying from the wounds ſhe receiv'd from 

- Farul, the confidant of Malcargloſs, to whoſe 
| eare ſhe had been committed before the battle, 
with orders to kill her if he ſhoud be overcome. 
Fingals lamentation, over Ts concludes: 


nn ING 


B Os MI N A. 
A POEM. 


_—c_ _— HY 


When ſhall Selma be free from mourning! — | 


O ans ſoul is 0 erwhelm d with grief. Fin- 
gals race is effac'd! My harp, thou recalleſt ſad 
remembrance ; thou cheereſt no more the heart 


of the bard. My eyes are dim. The companions - 
of my youth are no more! All my Children 
are fallen! Little men walk where once the 
mighty Fingal reign'd! Selma thy mouldring 
towers fall. Thy ſtately halls are fallen! Bleak. 
winds roar thro' thy courts. Wild graſs hides. 


the ſeat of the King, The dreary night owl 


builds in his ſhield! Moſs covers the heroes 


arms. No more the eyes of beauty bleſs thy 
halls. Thy daughters are vaniſh'd with the dark 


rolling of years. Thy heroes are ſlain, Thy, | 
bards have faild. 5 


When ſhall accents wy woe e 60 be 
heard! When ſhall 1 be free out mourn- | 


ing! VIE 


Wis ſhalt; accents of woe ceaſe to be hear'd 1 


4 
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7 |  Boſmina. | 
Yet fing, o my harp! there is ſolace in thy > 


voice. The ſong of affliction i bs, at times, Fay 


to the ſoul. 


elt was in the days of my youth, and 1 
fair'd with Fingal to Garm-in, to the ſtormy 
land of Duthlamor , the enemy of | ſtrangers. 
Five hundred choſen youths fotlow'd the hero. 
We bounded over the foaming waves with joy. 


The blaſts ſwelFd our white fails. The rocky 


hills of ſtormy Gorm-in appear'd. We ruſh'd 
into the bay of Clubar. Fingal ſprung from his' 
ſhip in his might. His tall ſpear ſuſtain'd the 
King. His rattling arms reſound. His heroes 


pour d on the ſhore,, We ſhathed our bodies 


in * 8 i 5 
High on the hills appear'd the hoſt of dark 


Duthlamor. The chief was amongſt them, like 


the bigh branch'd ſtag, in the midſt of the herd. 


5 Tow ring he rear'd his lofty front: ſtately were 


his ſteps of pride, but bis\ brow was gloomy, 
and unlovely. Black choler flow'd menacing 


from his eyes. The deſtruction of ſtrangers 
lower'd in his heart. Words of wrath iſſued 
faltring from his tongue. — „Is this the mighty 


3 


Fingal de cried; Does he come to avenge 


his Fergus? Let him come! I long to dye my 
ſword in his blood, to ue the trawks with ; 


his mangled corſe. . 


So ſpake the devgkty then Chief 3 | 


the gloomy ſhades of night pouring from the 


weſt, cover'd both hoſts in darkneſs. Fingal re- 


pos'd on the ſhore. A rock ſuſtain'd his head. 
His heroes lay around him. The whiffling winds 


ruſh thro? his beard, Rough blaſts, roar over 


the Ocean, and drive its foaming billows to the 


ſhore. Fiery meteors flaſh glaring; thro* the 
ſhades. Broken groans of death burſt from the 


clouds of night. Fingal was ſad] The thoughts 
of other years roſe on his ſoul. Bodings of mis» 


Fortune cover his mind. een Kt ſeal's 


the heroes eyes. 


It was then that Clatho deſcended to "he 
dreams of the King. Her face was as the 


moon, when dufky clouds invade her filent 
brightneſs, and the wanderer mourns the ab- 
ſence of her beams, Her robes Were of the grey _ 
miſt of the deſert. Tears fell from her faded 
eyes, Frequent ſighs roſe from her breaſt. 


A I | 


n  Doſwins. | 
| Atlength, i in a _ mournful tone, her feeble 8 
voice broke out. — | 


Unfortunate Fingal ! W years are devoted | 
to woe. For ever muſt ſteel blaze in thy hands: 
ſtill fate thy race purſue. — Thy halls, the re- 
fuge of ſtrangers are profan d. Dark Malcarglos 
. rages in thy land. The blood of thy people 
flows on his ſword. Riſe, Fingal riſe, fly to 
Boſmina' s aid.” — She departed in her cloud 


{ike the ſetting ſun, when he hides his face in | 


the weſtern ocean, but till leaves ſome 7D 
ney: light behind. — 3 


ö Fingal ſtarted up in arms. He ſeiz'd- his : 
beaming lance. The pleaſing half viewleſs form 
appear'd ſtill to his fight.” His ear ſtill retain 'd 


her ſorrowful ſounds. My fathers eyes were > 


terrible. Rage ſwell'd in the midſt of his ſoul. 
Our warriors knew he had ſeen the awful 
forms of the dead : for in time of danger they 
came often to. his dreams.. Silent we ſate at a 
diſtance, We griev'd to ſee the wrath of the 
King. — 


' Now the grey. morn appear in the at 


\ 


is „ 
| The fun began to ruſh forward in his 150 


eourſe, and gild the mountain tops with gol - 
den light. His beams flam'd on the ſhield of 


Duthlamors hoſt. They ſtood in their pride, like 


a grove of lofty pines, that rear their tow'ring _ 


| heads to heaven. Fingal ſaw the threatning foe. 


The kindling rage of his ſoul aroſe. He call'd; 
and ſpoke to Ullin. — „Go Ullin tell Duth» - 
lamor to come and fight me ſingly on the plain! 
I deſire not the death of his people, for they 


have not injur'd Fergus. My hand ſeeks not 


the death of the feeble; Nor do I delight in 
the death of the brave; but my arm humbles 
the ook. The haughty fall d "7 G 


word! at 15 wt 


The ed bard obey'd.. — ts grade vith 


ſtately ſteps towards the foe. He held forwards  * 


| his ſhining ſpear, and ſpoke gravely the words 


of the King. — © Fingal awaits thee fingly on 


the plain, to try the fate of combat. His arm 
disdains the blood of the feeble; -but the light- 
ning of his ſword is tertible to the haughty. 


Come W W awaits thee 358 £2 on 
the _” 5 6 Tay: 
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Fierce and prond the chief reply'd. «Long 
hive I wiſh'd to meet this foe, and dye my 


ſword in his blood. My ſoul ſhall rejoice in his 
Fall. His warriors . ſhall: bleed by my lance, 


None of his hated race ſhall return to Selmas 
windy walls. The tears of their wives ſhall 
ſtream who come to combat Duthlamor. Their 


children, depriv'd of their fathers, ſhall weep. 
But Duthlamors ſoul ſhall rejoice. I . in 


8 8050 blood of my foes.” — 888 
The bard return d, and bore the dt 


; tale. Fingals riſing ſoul rejoic'd. A ſmile 


brighten'd his face and diffus'd pleaſure on the 


- ſouls of his warriors; as the ſun, when it breaks 


thro the gloomy clouds of a ſtorm, brightetis 
the dreary ſcenes, and gladdens the affrighted 


| hunter, ſo we rejoic'd in the ſmiles of the King. 


| He fitted the gleaming ſhield to his ſide. 
The ſword of Luno blaz'd in his hand. High 
on his helm ruſtled the eagles wing. He ſtrode 
along in the force of his might , and hum'd 


- fiercely the ſong of war as he went. His grey 


locks wav'd in the wind. The nee of 


my father was terrible. — 
Tarn 


% 288 * * 
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' Boſmina. © 

Turn thy eyes, o Clatho! away. Veil thy 
fair face in a cloud. Shun the fight of the n Is 
Danger ſurrounds 1 SO — ; 


Swift and eager as the eagle of heaven, 
W- he cleaves the liquid ſky ,- and ſhoots 
| ſcreaming from his airy rock to tear his prey, 
ruſh'd dark Duthlamor ſhouting from his hills 
to fight. Wide reſounded his rattling arms. 
He bounded along in the pride of valor, like 

a haughty ſteed in the joy of his courſe. 
Courage inflam'd his manly breaſt, But gloomy 
rage disfigur'd his ſoul, and cruelty tainted, 
his heart. He approach'd, ** . thus 
vaunting to Fingal. 


| Atlength thy fate is decreed, Thy fall ſhall 
ennoble my hand. The hawks of my hills ſhall | 
devour thy corſe. No tomb ſhall thy lifeleſs 
body contain. I delight i in the blood of ftrangers. 
Thy arms ſhall adorn my halls, and tell to 


future years' how Fingal fell under the ſword 
of Duthlamor, _— | 


Fingal ſmiling reply'd — «Vain chief ar 
threats I deſpiſe. I deteſt thy ungenerous heart. 
F 


=  Boſmina, 


Ir fate decrees my fall; (for one day the 


warrior muſt fall) my fame will live in ſong. 
The hunter ſhall raiſe my glory, and future 


ages ſing my praiſe. Youths will ſtrive to 
imitate my actions, and kindle at the recital of 
my deeds: but lift thy ſteel, o warrior, let 

us not waſte the time in words. — Rage | 
ſwell'd Duthlamors breaſt. His eyes dart dread- 
ful flames. His lance, droven with fury, ſtruck 
on Fingals helm, glided from the ſlippery ſteel, 
and fell broken and glittering on the ſand. 
Then flew thine, o Fingal. It pierc'd Duthla- 


mors ſhield; but the wary chief, bending aſide, 


avoided a moment his fate. At once their 
ſwords ſhone flaming to heaven. Over their 
heads flaſh'd dreadful circles of light. Now 


they turn and change: now move in circular 


rotation: now, in their rage, they cloſe and 
wind. Foot meets with foot. Their ſine wy 


arms twine. Duthlamor ſought to wrench away 


the ſword of Fingal; but Lunos blade, deſcend. - 
ing with force, cleft Duthlamors ſhield in twain, 
and lopt off the warriors arm. Fountains of 


blood guſh'd from the wound. The chief fell 


on his cloven ſhield, Shades of death cover his 


Boſmina. ff. 
eyes. His rattling arms reſound. Gorm- ins 
ſhores reecho to his groans.” — Pity touch'd 
the ſoul of Fingal. He bade Ullin rear his tomb, 
and fing the ſong of peace. Confus'd, and 
ſilent the warriors of Duthlamor retir'd. They 

hated the bloody mind of their chief; but they 
lamented his fall: for he often had led them 
to fight, often e with them the * 
of War. | 2 

Fingal bade us ſpread the feaſt of ſhells: | 
but gloomy ſorrow ſate upon his brow. Care 
lower'd j in his manly breaſt. His thoughts rollꝰd 
towards Morven. No Bard cheer'd us with 
ſong. Grief fill'd our hearts. Silence reign d 
around, as when the affrighted hunter ſees | 
darkneſs invade the bright diſk of the ſun, and 
cover his paths with ſhades, trembling he views 
the decay of his beams, terror ſeizes his ſoul, 
ſilent, amaz'd, he ſhudders at the dreadful ap- 
pearance. Atlength Fingal rais'd his "mournfal 
voice. — * Offian, lift my fails ; the foe pre- 
vails | in Morven.” : 


_ : ; SY 
N 7 


We ruſt'd to the c hore, deen our white 
ſails to the winds, and bounded thro' the 
F 2 | 


Foaming deep. Dark and loud in their blaſts 
 paſs'd the ſpirits of night. Shrill ſhricks were 
| heard. Red ſtars twinkled dreadful thro broken 
clonds. Green meteors of death flew over the 


Ocean. Fingal ſaw the diſmal — He faw 
but fear'd them not. 


Albions cliffs appear'd, and Morvens rocky 
hills. They brighten'd to the beaming ray of 
morn. Their green woods wav'd pleaſing to 
our fight. We pour'd our youth upon the ſhore. | 
Fingal, like a pillar of fire , advanc'd at their 
head in ſearch of the foe. We found them on 
the heath of Fouramon all ſheathed in flaming 
Neel. Fingal call'd his warriors , and ſpoke in 
haſte to his chiefs. — © No generous foe is 
before you. No warriors ſeeking fame in arms. 
Thy are foes of the lovely. They come to in- 
jure the white handed daughters of Morven. 
Let each hero this day exert his might. Let our 
chiefs roar thro the ranks of their pride. Bend 
their ſtubborn necks. Let them feel that only 
the ſons of the unhappy injure Selmas high- 
boſom'd maids.” — 


Wo 


{ 


My father rais'd his mighty voice, and bade | 


the battle roll. 


As the wild conflict of the raging ocean, 


when ſtrong ſpirits contending in their clouds, 


fend forth the howling winds, and raiſe its 


tumultuous foaming waves towards heaven 
As the craſh and roar of burſting mountains, 


when inward fires ſhake their lab'ring wombs, | 
and pour their torn entrails in the ſky, fo 
dreadful was the din of battle. Terror, and 


red-ey'd rage mix thro the ranks; Chiefs fall 
on chiefs, Steel clangs and gleams an ſteel. 


Death ſtrides grimly thro the ſcene, and enjoys 
the groans and wounds of heroes. The awful 


forms of ancient times hang out of their clouds 
to ſee the deeds. of their ſons. Darts hiſs thro 
the troubled air. Broken helmets rall an earth. 
Splitter'd ſwords glitter on the ſand, The 


groans of the dying pour over the heath. Mor- 


vens woods and rocks reply; wide flows the 
blood of the brave. Carmath fell by my hand. 


My lance, ſtuck thro his heart, quiyer'd in his 


_ breaſt. His helmet fell on earth. I aw and 


_ bewail'd the generous youth. He | was thy 
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Friend, o Boſmina! His tender ſongs ſoothed 
thy grief. Soft muſic flow'd from his tongue. 
Oft had we rais'd our tuneful notes together 
to praiſe the maids of Selma; but thou waſt 
ever the deareſt object of his ſong. Alas he fell 
in his youth ! he fell, unknown, by the hand 
of his friend. — Conloch advanc'd to venge 
his death. He knew me, and turn'd aſide, We 

plung' d in the midſt of war. Gaul mow'd down 
; Tanks of the foe, like a flame in ſummer ruſh- 

ing thro the mountain furze. Malcargloſs was- 
ted Morven. From wing to wing the battle 
rag d. Fingal wav'd his flaming ſword, and 
rais'd aloud his dreadfnl voice. Joy ſhone in 
the faces of his chicfs. They knew the ſigns 
of the King. Terror fill'd the ſouls of the foe. 
Fingal roll'd them before him. They fell 
broken, like waves from the rough ſides of a 
rock iſſuing abrupt from Morvens lofty cliffs 
into the main. The lightning of his ſpear was 


terrible. Deſtruction 2 wn his _ The 
warriors died or fled. 


Boſmina. 


Mlalcargloſs ſaw the flight of his hoſt. The 
kindling pride of his ſoul aroſe. He ruſh'd 
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furious againſt Fingal, and threw his beaming 

ſpear. The erring weapon flew over the King, | 

and pierc'd the ſide of Calthar, the chief beloy'd + 

| by Fingal, the friend of his w, the ſharer 
of all his toils, i 


— 
x 


In ſhouts of 5 Malcargloſs mov'd. He ſtrove 
to gain the warriors arms, Fingals rage aroſe. -Y 
Full thro the chin he pierc'd the gloomy chief. 
The point of his ſpear drove thro his head, 
and parted behind his buſhy locks. The chief 
fell groaning to earth. All his warriors fled. 4 
Fingal purſued their flight. The foe fell under A : 
his hand like deer under the ſhafts of the hun- # 
ter. But, o father! ſorrow awaited thy courſe? 
The chief heard the piercing ſhrieks of a 
© maid. Tither he bent in pity his ſteps, determin'd 
to ſuccour the fair. He ſaw a maid rolling in 
death. Blood guſh'd from her heaving breaſt. — 1 
« Who art thou” ſaid Fingal? What wretclh 3 
has inflicted the wound? Perhaps my hand may Y 
ſtaunch thy blood. I have often elos'd the 
wounds of the brave.“ She turn'd. She knew 
her fathers voice. He ſaw Boſmina and fell = 
Faq. | Y 
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. .upon;her breaſt. No tears guſh'd from his aged 
- boſom. Atlength the chief began. 


« Ah, is it thus I meet thee my child! My 
aged heart is pierc'd by thy wounds. Sorrow 

= _ hovers oer my withering head. My years 
- * Shall roll away in woe. Who coud inflict the 
wound? Who thus injure the lovely Boſmina! 


T Thrice the maid attempted to ſpeak. Thrice 
fail'd her faltring tongue. Atlength with bro- - 
ken ſighs ſhe ſpake. Father rejoice at my 

. death. My days are ended with fame. Honor, 
like the light of the ſun, ſhall for ever ſhine 
on my grave. Malcargloſs, in the rage of his 
love, ſought to diſhonour thy daughter. Thy 
chiefs fell beneath his ſword. What coud Bos- 
mina do! — In vain I call'd on my father. In 

_ vain his pity implor'd. My cries, my tears were 
vain. Furious he ſeiz'd my hand, and forc'd 
.me unwilling , away. He gave me to the care 
of the cruel Far-ul, with orders to ſlay me if 
Fingal approach'd. His dagger has wounded 
my breaſt. But, o father! with pleaſure I die 


— 


| | Boſmin#. 89 
ſince victory-crowns thy ſword. Let Selmas 
maidens raiſe my tomb. Let bards ſend my 
name to future times. O Clatho receive thy 
dying daughter! Let my ghoſt wander with 
thee on thy clouds; with the lovely, innocent 
maids of the hills. 


My father rejoice at * my tags 
are ended wath fame. 9 


Long mourn'd my father over Boſmina. 
Atlength he call'd the aged Ullin. « Go,” ſaid 
he, © thou firſt of my bards, go raiſe Boſminas 
tomb. Let Selmas daughters ſeize their tremb- 
ling harps, and ſing the maidens praiſe, Let 
them ſtrew oderous flowers on her grave. Let 
their graceful tears flow on her earth. Let 
Bards with annual ſongs tranſmit her name ta 
future days, and waft her ghoſt to the clouds. 
I my ſelf will ſing her ſong of woe. Farewell 
thou light of Selma! Farewell thou comfort of 
my aged days, — | 


60 Morven my years have fail'd! My aged | 

heart is broken with grief! The friends of my 

youth are departed. The ſons of the feeble 
| F 5 


inſult my age: they inſult the grey hairs of 
Fingal. Strangers avoid my ſorrowful halls. 
When ſhall Grief depart from Selma! When 
ſhall joy brighten my ſoul! Ah why ſhoud 1 
ſpeak of joy, Boſmina? my uy rede 
is dead, c 


Thou appearedſt in my eyes, o Boſmina! 
like a tender flower in all the pride of beauty. 
The breath of ſpring nonriſh'd its graces. The 
morning dew preſerv'd its freſhneſs. The ſun 
beſtow'd it its colours. The wandering tra- 
veller ſaw the lovely flower, he prais'd its 
beauteous form. But the wind of north ruſh'd 
on, blaſted the lovely flower, and ſtrew'd its 
gaudy head on earth. The traveller paſs'd the 
way again, ſaw the wither'd leaves, bewail'd 
the loſs of its beauty, and ſtrode in ſorrow 
away. Thus art thou fallen, Boſmina! Thus 
wither'd in the days of thy youth! Ah whither 
ſhall Fingal turn his ſteps. On all fides ſorrow 
attends my pace. Boſmina, „ my lovely Boſmina 
is dead! — 


Deſcend ye awful ghoſts of my fathers! 
Call away your grey hair'd ſon. I long for the 


Boſmina. 


narrow houſe. I wiſh to mount on the clouds. 


What are the joys of the warrior! What all 


his vaunted tolls! They are empty, and vain, 


like the red meteor, that glaring thro the ſhades 


of night, for awhile affrights the traveller, but 


is ſuddenly forgotten! 


RES @ | 


O Morven, my b 8 15 Pala! x my aged 
heart! is broken with woe!” — 


| The words of the Chief reach'd my ſoul. 


I mix'd my tears with his tears, and pour'd 
out grief to his grief. We rais'd the fair ones 


tomb. Ullin touch'd the mournful harp, and 
tun'd the burial ſong. I join'd my voice in her 


praiſe. Selmas daughters ſtrew'd flowers on 
her tomb. Their flowing, tender tears moiſten 
her grave. The hunter ſees the lonely ſtones. 
Sorrow deſcends on his ſoul. He bleſſes the 
maid of Selma, and praiſes the race of Fingal. 
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SONGS or COMFORT. 
A 
P o E M. 


The Argument. 


33 Wr 
W 


Are Fingals death it ſeems that the conſti- 
- tution of his country had much ſuffer'd, and 
that the ſtate had inclin'd to anarchy. Two of 5 
his ſons, Fillan and Ryno, had been kill'd in 
the wars of Ireland, and his daughter Boſmina 
{lain by. the order of Malcargloſs, ſo that there 
remain d of his children but Oſſian, and Fergus, 
of the latter of whom very little i is known. 
Offian alſo had loſt his only ſon Oſcar; and in 
his advanc'd age, to augment his diſtreſs, was 
depriv'd of the uſe of fight. In this deplorable 
ſituation, it ſeems, to ſolace his miſery, he 
compos'd the greater part of the poems which 
have been handed down to us by tradition. 
The preſent one is ſolemn, and bears a tincture 
of that gloomy diſpoſition, in which it is ſe 


/ 


| The Argument, 93 
natural- to [ſuppoſe the Bard after the many 
repeated loſſes he had ſuffer'd. It is thought his | 
old friends, Ullin, Caril, and Lamin, came to 
comfort him in his affliction. Their ſeveral 
ſongs, are wonderfully adapted to effect the 
end they propos'd to obtain. The old Bard 
anſwers them in a ſtrain worthy of that great- 
neſs of ſoul ſo conſpicuous in his other com- 
poſitions. His reſignation, his hopes of future, 
happineſs, his lively painting of the immor- 
tality of the ſoul, are ſublime: and it muſt he 
admitted that the praiſes, granted by all nations 
to the vaſt genius of this admirable bard, are 
founded on a baſis not to be ſhaken either * 
time or by envy. 


e 
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Win haſt FE taken thy fight thou gold 
hair d ſon of heaven! Haſt thou betaken thy 
felf to thy bed of reſt, and plung'd into the 
abyſs of ocean to cool thy glowing ſides in the 


profound caverns of the weſtern deep. No 


more I feel thy cheering heat. They beams 
warm no more my aged limbs. Art thou weary 
to ſee the pains of Oſſian? Or doeſt thou mourn 
the ſad fate of Erin? But thou ſhallt return 


again in thy glory, freſh and blooming as a 


young virgin, that ſports, and enen on the morn 


of her bridal day. — ; 


Alas the joys of my 83 are e fet. No re- 
volving year ſhalt bring back or renew my 
ſpring of life: No return of thy beams, o ſun! 


ean reſtore my viſual ray. For me thy light is 


vain; thy ſplendor void, and uſeleſs. My foul 
is ſunk in ſhades, and even the light of ſong 
pierces no more into the duſk of my dreary 
ſoul. — ER ES 
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Caril, Ulin, and Lamin, ye friends of oo 
8 Ye who have ſeen the actions of my 
ſon, and the valorous deeds of Fingal. Ye who 
have ſhared with me in the toils of war, and 
have tun'd your harps to the accents of my 
ſongs , bring back to my mind the times that 
are paſt, and let me taſte the joy of grief. — 
Happineſs obdurates the heart, but affliction 
ſoftens the ſoul. — atk: 


CA R I'L. | 

Long has Caril ceas'd to ſtrike the tremb- 
ling harp, long in filence deplor'd the fall of 
the bards. Glory, and the love of fame, animate 
no more the ſouls of our youths. Erin! the time 
of thy renown is paſt: the dark hour of thy 
fall draws near. Shades of death cover thy 
plains. The heart melting ſound of the harp 
is deſpis'd, and the ftranger receiv'd no more 
with joy in thy halls. Little men raife their 
heads of pride, and HET and diNſerfivix "ge 
in the land. 


— nn 73 : 


It was not fo when we went to Sulim, 
when in the locks of youth thou ſtroveſt with 
the noble Fedlah : Fedlah, the ſtrong, the brave 
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for the beauteous Muirvane. He was generous 


and gentle, tall and ſtraight as the fir of Slimora, 


which overlooks all the trees of the foreſt, 
whoſe waving top dwells amidſt clouds,. and 


in whoſe branches —_— winged eagles build. 


| Muiryane was virtuous and fair. Olva her 
mother had bred her up with care: and implan- 
ted the ſeeds of wiſdom in her boſom. 


The maids of Erin ſaw her with envy ; but 
mildneſs, like a veil , ſoften'd her beauty. — 
The boldeſt youths admir'd the valorous Fedlah, 
He was fleet as the eagle of heaven, when he 

ſhoots from his airy rock to ſeize the dun ſon 
of the hill, and bear him away to his young. 
His feet, at the chaſe, ſcarceſeem'd to bend the 
points of the flow'ry heath. His dart was 
unerring. The ſtrength of his arm was a moun- 


tain torrent ruſhing impetuous from a broken 


cliff, it tears the rougheſt oak from its roots, 
and bears away oppoſing dams in its rapid 
+ 


At Tailton he worſted the mighty Murchard. ; 
Donald, „ Conmor, and the. * nerv'd Felim, 
rough 
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flaſh of his blade. But who coud reſiſt thee; 
Oſſian! Thou appearedſt on the ranks to diſpute 


the prize of valor. Muirvane ſaw thee „ and 
trembled for her love. — 


4 
074858 


"ow , 


Fedlah had been from her a the FRY 
| figh of her breaſt. His image wander'd oi er her 
thoughts in the ſilent hour of her dreams; and 
when ſhe awoke to the beam of morn his 
ur form fin reign'd i in her ſoul. 


Her father g the noble Ronar, Jov'd the. 
youth; yet the pride of his race was dearer to 
his ſoul, for he wif h'd to ally his blood to the 
braveſt of Erins chiefs ; and brought his daugh- 
ter to Tailton to beſtow her on the victor at the 


games. Thy manly beauty ſtruck her with awe, 


as the glare of a meteor, which iſſuing, abrupt 
from the ſkirts of a wood, pains the benighs 


ted Wanderers eye; a grand, yet terrible ap- 


| pearance. Thus terror ruſt'd through her ſoul; 


grew pale. An univerſal tremor ſeiz'd her ten- 


der limbs. She fainted in the arms of her faith 


dul Marthulla; wan as the lilly of the vale, 


8 


rough hunters of rocky Mora funk under the 
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whoſe leaves had been ſpoil'd by the blighting 


| blaſt, and whoſe ad head lies reclin'd on 
; K ee | HER 


Thy eye remark'd the ay Thou fawſt 
hat paſs'd in her thoughts. A beam of pity 
darted thro* thy ſoul: Thou ſpokeſt to me in 


haſte — «Go Carril, and cheer the fair. Tell 


her that honor inflames my mind, and that in 


n boſom dwells the'defire of fame. It bids 


"me reſpect the loves of heroes, and baniſh woe 
from the breaſts of the fair. My heart is a rock 
againſt the foe in arms, but it melts like ſnow © 
in the warm ſhower of ſpring , when it ſees 
the tears of the virgin fall.” — 


1 wot? od deliver'd oy end — The 
ene was engag'd. — As when two thunder 
| Norms, driven by adverſe winds, ſend; forth 
their glaring flaſhes in oppoſite eee ſo 


thick, ſo ſudden gleam'd the blaze of croſſing 
ſwords. The eldeſt heroes ſaw with amaze, 
the valor, force, and addreſs of the champions. 


Never had Erin view'd a fight, ſo deſperate 
and ſo equal. Atlength the force of thy nervous 
aum prevail d. Thy ſword cleft the thongs of 


8 
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Fedlahs ſhield , and cut: through his brazen 


armour. His blade, ſhatter'd on thy helm, fell 


broken from his hand. The ſhiver'd pieces 


 gleam'don the ground. The riven hilt nn | 


uſeleſs in his graſp. — 


The we ſtood. naked, and unaim'd, 55 3 
be ſtood as a rock, firm, and unſhaken: he 


maintain'd his ground, his foot ſhrunk. not 5 
from the frown of approaching death. 
Straight thou withheldſt thy blade, and 1 ED. 


wild words of peace to the "On 


4 Ofians foul delights in the 3 of 


| valor, but hatred and envy, are ſtrangers to 
my heart. The dew of heaven is leſs pleaſing . 
to the parch'd ſultry plain , than the power of 6 


doing good is grateful to my out. — 


Thou gaveſt then thy hd: to the he's $5 | 


leadſt him to the weeping, trembling Muirvane. 
Her eyes were ſunk on earth. Sorrow, like u 
cloud that ſhades the moons bright diſk, when 


the howling ſtorm ruſhes thro the vales f 
Lena, cover'd her lovely face. — © Witneſs,” 


thou Rias, «Ye heroes of Erin, I give up all 
G 2 © 
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title to the . I yield her to this noble 8 
youth; for he dwells in the fair ones ſoul. My 
joy is to make the ſuffering heart grow- glad, 
and to wipe away the tear from the eye of 
| forrow. Muirvane accept this pledge of my 
. friendſhip. Fedlah accept the hand of the fair. 
Yeare worthy of each others 1 55 and mutual 
happineſs ſ hall bleſs your days.” 


The generous Ronar aſſented to thy words, 
He lov'd the young warrior, and his ſtedfaſt 
valor render'd him till dearer to his heart. —A 


general ſhout of Erins youth pour'd forth ac- 


clamations of praiſes to thy worth. The whole 
+ afſembly honor'd thee with a ſword, a poliſh'd 
| helm, and a gold incruſted \ m_—_— 


-S 


such were thy glories Oſlan 4 in the days of 
thy youth: but ſorrow waxes with years, and 
grey hairs are ſeldom the companions of bliſs. 
We have had our ſhare of joy. Why wiſh to 
ſurvive the heroes we have lov'd? Fingal, 
Oſcar, and Cuthullin are no more. Conal the 
brave is departed. — But their names live in 
ſong. The hunter muſes on their deeds at the 
chaſe : their * is the ES of prinz, 


+ 1 
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einbalming the Vales of Erin, when the bleak 
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| But whodol ſee on yonder Jow W cloud? 
Her face is ſerene and majeſtic. Her robe the 
tight grey miſt of the hill, curting and floating 
in the blaſt of night. The red paſſing meteor 
glares thro the thin ſubſtance of her form. It 
is the ghoſt of Evir-alten. I hear the ſweetneſs - 
of her voice. She fays, < Oflian come away. 
I have prepar'd thy cloud. Oſcar thy ſon. ſhall 
roll it on thy tomb, Thy departed friends await 
thee. Come then away my n haſten mM 


8 Evir- allen.“ CW 


| She glides away like a moon 3 o'er - the 


filent vale of Sala, when driviag clouds croud 
thickning together, and drizzling rain ſwells 
the roaring torrent of Lora. Lovely is thy 
voice, o Evirallen. The muſic of thy tongue 
dies on mine Ear. It is the whiſpering breeze 
of eve, when it ſlides thro the reeds of the 
lake, the fiſher regrets the nn, d 


wiſhes it may again return. en, 
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ed with fame. Arm then thy boſom with 


88 oss 1AM 


Oman! the prime of thy days was furround« 


ſtrength: The end of a hero ſhoud be . 
1 


1 4 


__ Pleafing is thy voice, o Caril, as as 


the ſound of the guſhing fountain to the hun- 


ters ear, when waried with the chaſe, and ſultry 
heat, he, repairs. to the ſhaded grot, and ſlakes 


* 


VUnin, thou friend of my youth, now let 


me hear thy ſong. It is like the remembrance 
_ of joys that are paſt, dear, and pleaſing to the 


ſoul. The ghoſts of our departed heroes deſcend 
often on the ſkirts of their duſky curling clouds, 
to hear, from thy mouth, the ſounds of their 
praiſe. The dark face of Hidallan, and Malthos 
fugged brow become calm and ſerene, when 
they liſten to thy lays. Their airy wounds 
feem to cloſe, and they forget their former, 
and their preſent pains. — 


1 Soothe then my woe, o l ay foul has 
need of eaſe, -- = 12 


1 
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Whither are ye vaniſh'd, ye tales of forma# « 


times. Ye are borne away by the dark and ſwift 
rolling ſtream of years. Their rapid courſe ef- 


faces the trace of your paths „and the remem- 


brance of former deeds grows dim on the ſoul: 


thus the grey miſt floats over the plains of Lenz, 
it covers the ſhrubby vales, and hides in its folds 
the ſummits of Mora: But the light of ſong | 
beams atreſh in my ſoul. Offian hear __ notes; | 


mo * 
3 7 


they flow from oy: 11 for thee,” — = 


I 


Once I a the ſteep of Gude to 


viſit the cave of Carbre. Its woody head was 


hid in clouds. Upon its fide was the roar of 
waters, and blue, foaming ſtreams ruſl'd/ in 
different channels down its rocky clefts. Enor- 
mous oaks, half conſum'd-by lightning, lay 


' ſtrewn over the bramble cover'Efrocks. It was 


ſaid that the ghoſts of the deceas'd held con- 
ference there at the dead hour of night, and 
that the ſoft muſic of their ſongs was delicious 


to the ear. I reach'd the rugged point at eve, 


and ſat there the whole night in expectation. 


Yet n I heard but the owls harſh ſhriek, 


G 4 
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and the foxes yelping howl. Bleak winds 
whiſtled thro* the jagged chinks. The ſtorm 
5 increas'd. — Hard beat the rattling hail, and 
min, againſt the ſides of the ſolitary cave. In 
broken peals, rough „ and loud, roar d the 
diſmal voice of thunder. The diſtant rocks re- 
| peated the hollow ſounds: and at times the 
glaring flaſh chew d the horrors and deſolation 
of the ſcene. — Sudden it vaniſhed, and univer · 
ſal darkneſs reign'd around. My ſoul Was ſtruck 
with awe. Atlength the wiſh'd for morning 
came. The ſun appear'd like a molten maſs, 
- juſt iſſuing from the flaming forge of Airgroſs : 
fearce coud it penetrate thro the denſe, - red 
miſt: by degrees its force prevail'd. The miſt. 
was diffipated , and the horrors of the night 
were chaſed away. —. The wide extended 
plains, ſpread under the mountain, convey d 
the livelieſt image of human bliſs. The ſea, 
placid, and calm, unruffled by the hurricanes 
boiſterous wing, ſeem' d to {lumber in its 
mighty bed. This pleaſing proſpect ſoften'd my 
mind to reſt. I reflected long on the ſudden 
change, then ſeiz d my harp, and ſung. — 
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Why art thou, o Man! fo tortur'd with 


tor! Why a prey ta grief! — Vain is the 
boaſt of thy ſtrength! — Vain the pride of thy 


power! — Bid, in the haughtineſs of thy 
heart, the Ocean, «ceaſe to roar. Com- 
mand the ſan, . ſtand ſtill in thy courſe.” Thy 


command is fruitleſs ,. and thy endeavours 


vain.— Dark years roll their fwift-courſe 


along, and ſeaſons change without thy will; 


pleaſing ſunſhine ſucceeds to the bleak ſ hower, 


and thou knowſt not why this change. Vicis; 


fitude 1s akuten law. — i 
{. "TE 3 4-159 2265 2 


Lo! yon proud. 2000 that nods ſo wajettic 
o'er the vale, and ſeems to triumph 1 in its ele- 


vated ſtate; that very rock ſhall crumble into 


duſt, or fall abrupt into that vale it now ſeems 
to N + FD 


See that fair maiden that paſſes through the 


hall, modeſty like the refreſhing oderous gale, 
that floats over the vale in ſpring, precedes her 


lovely ſteps. Beauty, as a precious garment, 


cloaths her with charms, The light of her eye 

is more piercing than the lightnings blaze. 

Upon her cheek is the ſeat of love. The heaving 
1 


- — — — — = 
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of her boſom fans deſire. Crowds gaze with 
pleaſure as ſhe moves. The moon reigns not 


2 
: 
ty 
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more unrivall'd in the ſtarry heavens, than ſhe 
in the ſouls of heroes. A few years ſhall fleet 
way, and the waſting breath of time has 


' blighted her charms — Her deep ſunk eye is 
faded — No more ſhe awakes the poignant : 


figh — She core  unheeded | anger 
OR 3 Fil | * 


.. 8 that 1 man it not born for bliſs. 
His happieſt ſtate is ting'd with woe. Then 
learn to be content with thy lot, nor toil to 
pre ee eee — 


Why a thou, 0 Man, ſo tortur'd with 
care! . a prey t to grief! — _ 


OSSIA N. = 
- ' Lamin tis thine to ſing. Well knoweſt thou 


the ſtrains that convey comfort to the ſoul. — 


Thou haſt heard the ſons of ſtrangers ſing, and 
learn'd the ſublime meaning of their lays. — 
Sing the ſong of Fulir, the trembling dweller 
of the rock. Wondrous were his words: 


Solemn, the ſublime accents of his tongue. — 


e | 
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peace attend thy ſhade, o Fulir, thou mild 

— fon of the eaſtern clime. Thou haſt taken thy 

flight to the regions of bliſs, far beyond the 

habitation of the ſun, or the comets rapid 

courſe. Thou waſt the friend of my ſoul, and 

thy words were healing balm to the mind in 

woe. — 4 Once I met thee in the cave of 

Carnmor. It was night, and thy eyes were 
turn'd towards the vault of heaven. A bright 

; effulgence flow'd around thee — My ſoul was 

fein with awe. — heard with amaze theſe | 

words. — «© What is man before thy fight, o _ 

thou mighty Creator of All? A moment is his 

ſpace in time, and imperfection i is ſtamp'd"on 

his being. But thou waſt before time, and tho 

ſhallt have no end. Perfection belongs to the 

alone. Thou art the beginning, the center, te 

end of all. The ways of men are dark. Error 

and crimes attend them. They ſigh after 

e joys - 78 negleet eternal bliſs. — 
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My coul grieves for the ſons of Nin They 
are merciful and brave: and the ſeeds of virtue 1 
are implanted in their hearts: but darkneſs — 


. 
— 


W Gage Comfort” 


covers their minds and the light of thy being 
has not reach'd their ſouls, Open to them great 
Being the treaſures of thy grace: teach Po 
ta love and War | 
$1 Be ME 

He ſpake 5 wires on 2 ſadden the 8 
weer to burſt aſunder. A flood of glory 
. Riream'd ineffable on every fide. Enthron'd in 
_ "awful majeſty. appear'd the allmighty Power, 
and thus in words, that penetrated my inmoſt 
foul, the en. viſion r n mn 


1 


* . 
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a © Myriads of Ke are ee of my 
bands. I rejoice in the weal of all my Creatures. 
Their happineſs. is the effect of my love. The 
time is near when Erins ſans ſhall feel my af. 
fection. I have ſeen with pleaſure the noble 
frankneſs af their ſouls, and the generous 
benevolence of their hearts. I will take them. 
in my care, my hand ſhall protect them in the 
hour of their diſtreſs, and i in thg time of their 
woe.” — The allmighty Being ceas'd. I fell 
to earth unable to ſuſtain the effulgence of his 
glory. Fulir TRE me, n ſpake mildly theſe 
kentle words. F 


\ 


The Songs of Com han 


' EL.amin, go to the chieſs of Erin: „ tell 
them hat thou haſt heard, and relate unto. 
them what thou haſt ſeen, If they give credit 
to thy words, the day of their comfort i 18 m. 


He preſs'd my hand to kis boſom, and . 8. 
| of joy fell from his half faded eye. Oſſian * 1 
then for the firſt time felt untainted joy, and 
cloudleſs happineſs has ſince attended my days. 
Thou haſt often with pleaſure heard me repeat 
this ſong; Ah may it now ſerve to implant 
comfort in thy mind, and the love of truth in 
thy ſoul, = . 


OSSILAN. 


v e idle 0 of my youth fly far PSs 
my ſoul. Ye are delufive and vain. Error has 
| entangled my mind, and dark doubts ſurround» 
ed my thoughts. Like the fogs of Lano, when 
they cover the wanderers paths, and convey 


darkneſs, and death to the Gr tin of the 
vales of Sora. | EDS: 


| Thou, Lamin, alone or al our bards, 
knoweſt lays that bring comfort to the ſoul. 
Their ſongs are pleaſing to the ear, but thy 


1s Tze Songr of Comfort. 

lays find entrance to the heart. — I feel the 
neceſſity of that powerful Being, of whom thy 

ſong ſo nobly ſpeaks. The hunted, waried ſtag, 
' ſeeks not the lake, to bathe his wounded ſide 
in the flood, with half the deſire I ſeek to know 
| his exiſtence, and to follow his will. My ſoul 
if form'd by him, muſt not , can not Fail. 


Joys without end muſt await it, if made by his 


powerful hand. — He, who created, will not 
deſtroy — He who gave me being, will ſurely 
preſerve. It. — 8 


- 


I have ſeen with wonder the 5 of the 
fun, the innumerable train of ſtars that ſhine 
dy night, and adorn the blue vault of heaven. 
T have ſeen ſeaſons ſucceed, and mild ſpring 
clothe our foreſts and our les; with lovely 
leaves and luxuriant flowers. I enquir'd i in my 
| foul whence proceeded theſe grand appearan- 
ces, and theſe variegated ſcenes. I found no 
_ anſwer pleaſing to my mind. I conſulted too 
my friends, and they coud give me none. 


But thou Lamin, haſt open'd atlength the 
eyes of my A. and FR the Wick ſhades 


The Songs of Comfort. 8 
Great Being call me to thee. My body is 


enfeebled by years. My eyes are depriv'd of 

light, and my trembling hand can ſcarce ſtrike | 

the harp to thy praiſe. But hope returns to my . 
ſoul like the warm breeze which the riſing ſun 


had brought back to the vale, where the lazy 


miſt had reign d, and the hunter lay f hivering 


in his ſedgy booth. Thou alone canſt fill me 
with joy, and repair the breach of my years. 
Thus after the howling ſtorm, mild rain glad- 


dens the plains , the faded flower raiſes its 


drooping head, and the ſhatter'd tree rears its 
- green branches again to heaven, 


_— _ 
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"The Argument. 


5 A uw 
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8 addreſs to one of the Culdees ( or 

chriſtian Miſſionaries). He blames this ſtrangers 
gloomy ſong , & oppoſes the ideas of the bards 
to thoſe of the Culdee. The Bard Alpin at his 
requeſt ſings to ſoothe his ſinking foul. This in- 
troduces the affecting epiſode of Torlath and 
Sulvira. Offian takes his harp and feeling his 
approaching end finiſhes his career , with 4 
ſolem hymn in the Praiſe of Virtue. — = 


This in that conference or diſputation with 
a Culdee, or rather a fragment of that contro- 
verſy, which Mr. Macpherſon fays, in his cri- 
tical diſſertation, that Oſſian held at the end of 
his days with one of them about the Chriſtian 
religion, — | 
Many tircumſtances . to believe, that 
this poem, tho it bears the title of Oſſians laſt 
ſong, was compos'd before the Poem of the 
ſongs of Comfort. 8 


OssIANs 
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osslaxs Lasr sow. = 
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0. ſon ho” the 1 ln; who  dwelleſt 3 


lonely in the cave of the rock! O thou whoſe 


mournful voice, like the murmuring ſound of 
a diſtant ſtream, has often reach'd my aged ear! 


5 Come and relate thy gloomy dreams! Pour out 


thy ſolemn ſongs. But why ſhoud I delight in 
thy hymns. They roll black terror along the 


ſoul. They ſhake the minds of the brave. Thy 
ſong is like the groan of that cloud, that lab'ring 
with its baleful burden, ſends forth. peals of 
thunder, then ſhoots, from its gloomy womb, 


the pointed darts of death. Fly, ſtranger, fly. 


to Oy diſtant land, de from our happy isle! 


2 


: ALT ons are renoun'd. They bbs at | 
the thoughts of their fathers deeds. The blaze 


of their ſteel is terrible to the haughty: but 


their halls are the refuge of the diſtreſs'd, As 
the ſtrong winged eagles of Mora ſhoot. on 


their prey, as the roaring torrents of moun: 
tains, ſwell'd with impetuous rains, pour their 


Wild foaming courſe down the rocks, and bear 


4 ES 


4 
N 
188 OB 
** ON 
r 


* 5 
. 


4 n — 1 . 
* 1 RO 
» 1 1 8 4 


n 2 L 
r 


ee 
12 


116 fan laſt Song. | 
away: oppoſing dams; ſo ſwift, ſo fierce; ſo 
irreſiſtible ruſh the ſons of the deſert to war, 
| and wanton thro the proud ranks of their foes. | 


SY 


Morvens bards are pleaſing. The moutbs of 
Cong | baniſh our woe. They inſpire valor into 
the ſouls of our youths, and ſoften the hearts 
of our high boſom'd maids. Fly „ ſtranger fly, 
with thy glomy ſongs. Diſturb not the bliſs of 
our isle! 


Alpin, thou friend of my RY thou prop 
of my ſinking years, ſtrike the melodious harp, - 
and lull my ſoul to reſt. As dew refreſhes the 
drooping flower, ſo muſic cheers the heart. I 
will: join my voice to thy ſong, and ſing the 
laſt of my lays. I feel my approaching end. 
The cold hand ot death, like a freezing blaſt, 
n Offians fainting foul... ws HEH 


5 ALPIN. 
5 Vaiti are the joys of life! Vain the length | 


* 


+ of days. The races of men fall like leaves; new 


generations ſueceed; all ſhare the ſame fate. 
As waves follow waves and break on the 


5 _ ſo periſh the ſons of men. 0 


ofen ß Ws 
fall like this gait; Who can ſtem the ſwift. 


rolling ſtream of years? Who.can bind the 


rapid wing of time? — The yawning grave 
receives without pity , the blooming maid, 


the tender youth, and the grey hair'd warrior 
the terror of the field. They lie confounded © 


= 


together. — Where are theſe barbarous chiefs 
who delighted in ſhedding of blood? Like 


Lanos baleful damps they waſted whole lands 


in their rage. But their names are forgotten. 
The bards efface them from their ſongs. Their 
gloomy ghoſts wander alone, in the thick inifts 


of the lake, nor ever riſe to the manſions of | 


the clouds. 


1 


But ye heroes, ye friends of the diſtreſs' d, 


whoſe ſwords never injur'd the weak, ye live 
for ever in ſong. We praiſe thee Trenmor at 
our feaſts, Morven reſounds the name of Fin- 


gal. Thou too art renown'd o Offian! Conas - 
lovely voice is rever'd, Who ſung like thee on 
our hills? Whoſe ſpear flaſh'd like thine i inthe 


cauſe of thy friends? Whoſe counſel was ſo 
wholeſome- as thine? Who promoted like 


mee thy * weal? But happineſs not a | 
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. Ofians laſt Song. 
8 ways, o Bard, purſues the paths of the juſt. 


2 : As the blak cloud of the weſt ruſhing over the 
* -- fun, obſcures at the end of his courſe the 


: ee of his bright career, ſo misfortune oft 
 taints the moſt n warriors cloſe of life. 


Once as 1 ſtray'd on the kill, 1 heard old 
Gellamins complaint. His voice Was melodious 
as the gale of ſpring, gliding thro the green 
budding boughs of the grove. He ſate on a 

broken rock, near the fount of a murmuring 
+ brook. His grey hairs wav'd in the breeze. 

Tears fell down his aged cheek. He ſung, and 
the ſpirits of the hills liſten'd attentive to his 
lays. BY 


d Ah why is the wind ſo ſtill! Why rolls 
Pa clear ſtream ſo ſoftly along. whilſt tempeſts 
rage in my ſoul ; while the tumult of ſorrow 
_ ruffles my breaſt! Roar ye bleak blaſts of the 
north. Daſh ye wild ſeas againſt clouds. 
No, ceaſe your feeble attempts; you erp ni to 
Faintly the en of * heart. — 


$97 2 * 


Where at then cas Sulvi ira, e his 
Beſt maid of our hills? Wüsten is * deuter 


2 4 11 


Colulla, the hope of my ſinking age? Why do 1 
you fly from your father! * _— AO wy 
| alone in his Woe! 615 


{ 1 \ 2 © \ 4% , 3 WW. 
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bo \ Methinks I fee at times your pale ghoſts, | 


When the moons faint beam tinges the brown” | 
ſides of the clouds. I call on your lovely forms, 

but ye fleet unkindly away. Ye rocks hear my 
mournful ſong. Ye woods repeat my woe! 


My halls were the refuge of ſtrangers, my 
ſword the terror of foes. But alas! whatavail'd - 


my ſtrength ! What avail'd my generous ſoul? - 


Torlath came from Albions cliffs to Woo 


Slimanas bright beam. A hundred eee 


many his warlike chiefs; but he came only 


attended by fours . pence reigned. in his ſoul. SR; 


Sides? PEE a nts We The- beer 8 
ſigh of her love aroſe, I bleſs'd the fair hair'd 
ſtranger, and promis d the bluſhing maid. 


Dignity flow'd round her ſtately ſteps. Love 


glow'd in her blue rolling eyes. Her voice 
| was the muſic of harps. Ha heart was generous 
2 H 8 
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m ae, n Song. | 
and mild. Joy reign'd ins Slimonas halls. We 
3 


Soon as the grey morn ae do 
ſun rais'd his unſhorn head from his watry 
couch in the main, we aſſembled the bounding 


dogs of the chaſe, and mov'd to Gormbeams 


woody hills, to the haunts of the branching 


deer. Three days we bathed our ſpears in the 


blood of the mountain boars. Three days we 


|  Feaſted in the woods. The ſtrength of the ſhell 


elated our ſouls. Sudden came Farbil. Grief 


cover'd his face. His words were broken with 


fighs..- «Riſe; ”” aid the youth, Gellamin 
riſe, Struthdearg, Mathons was looking chief, 
has invaded thy halls. His arm is the thunder 
of heaven conveying death to the ſons of the 


vale. His ſword is red with the blood of thy 
friends.” I ruſh'd with our chiefs from the 


chaſe. Bodings of misfortune ſwell'd in my 
foul. I flew to my mournful halls. I found my 
young, my tender Colulla rolling in death; a 


— 


guſhing from his bends. He mw me, iretch'd 


4 


SGellamin! my arm of youth was: weak. 1 
ſought to protect Sulvira, but ,Struthdeargs 
tword has prevail'd. He carried off the weep» 
ing fair, and ſmil'd at her piteous cries. Death 

affrights not the ſoul of Colulla. He Oey 
' ſtrife of the brave,” ne 


His words tore my 8 e Wild, 


deſperate, furious, flew Torlath. Rage wing d 
his flying courſe. His youthful pace devanc d 
mine. Sulyira ſaw. our approach. She called on 
her father and lover, but alas! She eall'd on 
her lover in vain. He fell under Struthdeargs 
ſword. I. came with the ſteps of age. I heard 
my daughters mournful f brieks. Struthdearg 
juft gaind the ſhore, and ſought to mount his 
blackboſom'd ſhip. He forc'd Sulvira along, and 
dore her aloft in his arms. Her bofom Was 
ſtain'd with gore. Her fair locks flow'd deſhe- 
vell' d in the blaſt. High beat my raging heart. 
Furious I threw my lance. The weapon piere'd 
the traitors neck, but alas! it piereid, too, 
my unfortunate daughter. Thy tumbled; prone 


on the oozy rocks. I fell upon Sulviras breath 


and bathed her wounds with my: tears. On 
H 5 | 
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Hs Ven: beach I rear'd her bond; and 
plac'd Torlath by her fide. Reſt peaceful ye 


innocent | lovers on Morvens rocley ſhores! | 
Sleep ſoftly in the cave of the rock! — Ah my 


race is effac'd! I am like the wither'd tree of 
the deſert; my branches are torn away; = i 
_ trunk is * | 


Ab what i is the bliſs of life ! | What t the- vain 
boaſt of arms! Ally all is a fleeting dream. — 


Thus ſung the aged Gellamin. His EY 
of woe melted my ſoul. I obſerv'd the decay of 
| his voice. I ruſh'd to his aid. Alas! 1 found 
but a lifeleſs corſe. — Ab Oſian! Vain are the 
me of life! vain the length on days! Mn 


- The ſun, exulting in his 1 ant 
ſhoots his golden matin ray on Glanmores 5 
rocky point, and ſeems to promiſe laſting bliſs : 
to the vale below. All nature ſmiles around. 


Fach dew beſpangled ſhrub exhales its grateful 


odors in the air. The hunter, awak'd by the 
glowing beam, greets the lovely morn, About 
him ſpring his bounding dogs; high beats his 


/, heart- with! * — But lo the bliſsful ſcene 


5 | || 


vaſt fragments of torn rocks, and ſend deſtruc- 
tion to the vale, In broken peals, burſts, rough, 


and loud, the dreadful craſh of thunder. The 
ſuns bright glories ceaſe; and diſmal darkneſs 


reigns around.. At times fiery flaſhes fly glaring 


thro the ſhades , 3 and augment the general 2 85 


horror. — 
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See ſhatter'd, and ftretch'd . earth lies the 
haughty oak, the boaſt of the foreſt; and the 


glory of the hill. It ſeems to ſay. —* My 


proud- waving head liꝰd amongſt the clouds of 


heaven. Foſtering ſtreams nouriſh'd my wide 
extended roots. For ages I defy'd the ſtorms. 
Broad winged: eagles neſtled in my branches. 
The roe, the ſtag, and the boar ſought Thelter 
under my ſhade. But the moment of my fall is 
come. Sing'd, batter'd, rent from my baſe, 1 
now lie a wretched ruin, doom dito moulder 


5 Hs 


ſoon Hifapyears. The howling breath of north x 
ſcowls impetuous thro the whiſtling woods: 
| Dreadful roll the veering clouds. Driving hail 
- rattles againſt- the rocks. Swell'd with falling 
rain, ſurge , foam, and roar the mountain tor 
rents. They roll down in their precipitate courſe | 
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and decay!” — Nor is man exempt from the 


general waſte of time; be is hurry'd, and borne 
headlong away in the ruſhing ſtream of years. 


To day his glory is great on earth. Fo morrow 


een 


| "Then Offien ceaſe to mourn thy fate! Ceaſe 
to complain of thy failing age; for vain are the 


Joys life; vain the length of * 


OosSIAN. 


Vaud is * mournful ſong, but why thy 


voice of woe. Bring me my harp, o Alpin! 
hear the oerflowings of my 5 the laſt faint 
ef Offian, TOS: 94 


Ve ghoſts i” a ena ent 


| Rep friends your; pleaſing voices: reach my foul. 


with you on the clouds. Farewell ye woods 


and mountains; oft have ye reechoed to my 


trains. Oft in thy rocks, o Morven! have 1 


fung the generous deeds of heroes! oft rais'd 
the praiſe of lovely beauty. O my harp! lend 


me once more thy cheering , pleafing aid. Let 
the blaze of all -powr'ful truth enlighten my 


j 1 
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8 darken'd Ioul. Let my « accents » be worthy tobe 


| Fung by future bards. 


Ha, what ſeizes my enraptnr'd "heart! | 
Linktntaks flach, and thunder rolls; blazes of 


glory appear. The heavens burſt aſunder! En- 


thron'd in the awful majeſty of power the : 


great Allmighty Being unveils his face. - Ah, 


| who can bear the rays of thy glory! Cover thy 


face great Ruler of All, or my weak frame 


ſhall diſſolve away. Thou ſpeakeſt! ah how 
pleaſant is thy voice divine. It chaſes darkneſs 
from my ſoul. It pours life along my thoughts. | 
Great Being! I own thy exiſtence. I own and 


venerate thy power. Thou calleſt me to thee, 
and biddeſt me raiſe the ſong. Yes I will ſing 


the laſt of my ſongs, and Virtue ſhall be my 


theme. i 


O thou ſole en of man, Virtue'T | 
 fing thy praiſe. Thou dwelleſt in the hearts of 
heroes, and exalteſt the thoughts of the warrior, 
Thou biddeſt him bend the necks of the 
baughty. Thou prompteſt him to ſpare the 
c conquer'd, and ordereſt him to ſuccour the 


diſtreſs'd. Thou ſtreweſt bleſſings like dew oer 
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the land. Thou infpireſt the ſongs of the bards. 
Warm'd with thy heat they ſing immortal lays, 
and ſend to future days the names of thoſe " hat 


venerate thee, Nor ſhall the waſting pow'r of 
time, or the corroding tongue of envy, blaſt or 


efface the memory of thoſe whom they. con- 


ſecrate in their ſongs. The glories of the ſun 


Thall fade. He, who ſhines ſo bright in his 
courle , "who reigns ſo imperious in the 


beavens, ſhall fail, atlength o'er power' d by ; 
the force of irrefiſtleſs night. His luſtre f hall 
ceaſe : His ſtrength ſhall be no more. But thy 
worth ſhall laſt; thy glories never know decay. 


Thou ſhallt pierce the limits of time, "Thallt 


wander victorious in unbounded Ko and 
reign i in endleſs eternity. Seated near the great | 
Power of heaven, I ſee the ſons of Virtue quaff 
everlaſting joys, and ſwim in oceans of bliſs. 
But the heart of the cruel, and the bafe ſoul of 


the coward, ſhall never taſte the extatic 


pleaſures which flow from thee. Far from his 
face the great Power expells them, conſign'© TS. 
to darkneſs, Wwe waar and woe. _ 


—_ me all nature in i my tony 0 Moon * 
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thou Fair wanderer of night! O ye lars that 


' twinkle ſo bright in the azure vault of heaven; 


bow down, and acknowledge the power of 
virtue — Ye ſtreams as ye murmur in your 


courſe! Ye winds, as ye fly over foaming ſeas! 
Ve rocks as ye riſe to the clouds. Ve woods 


as ye wave your green heads, join with me 
in one great harmonious: ſong, join in- the 


praiſe of virtue. Happy the chiefs that feel thy 


Worth: happy the land that owns thy ſway. 
Thy voice ſtops the courſe of war. Peace at- 
tends on thy lovely ſteps. Where thou reigneſt 


the brazen ſword hangs unemploy'd in the halls. 
The ſhield is uſcleſs, and the once burniſh'd 


helmet is cover'd with duſt. Spears ſhine only | 1 
in the hunters hands, and are dreadful alone 


to the boars of the woods. Maidens fair as the 


ghoſts of the hills „and gentle youths join in 
the dance, about the blazing oak of the feaſt. 


They fear no cruel invader. The 12 of their 


fathers ſurvey them with joy. Their aged faces A 


weinen at the pleaſing Co 


f 


1 


Such was the bliſs of se! in the Ah of | 
my youth, when the light of ſong -beam'd on | 
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the hills of Morven and meek ey'd innocenee 

was honor'd and rever'd. Such was the fame * 
of Ardven when Fingal govern'd the land, and Y, 
made the deſert ſmile. But oh, I perceive the 
of my days. I feel my approaching end. 
A cold ſhivering tremor wanders over my 
frame. Art thou the chill hand of death? — 
Comeſt thou to lead me to the awful ſhades of, 
eee with Piles has... I 
Thy terrors ſhall not ſhake the ſoul of the 
bard. — "7 | 


— * 1 


g 0 Virtue, comfort my end. My ſoul is | 
ſtrong in thee. Receive me great Ruler of All! 
Receive the dying Offian,  _ Sod 
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A tale of the times of old: 2 doleful ale 
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885 ang the forrowfel death of Sulima, the 5 
tenen maid of Moma, I. ſing the luckleſs fate . =" 
of Calmar, the n 1 of f 19 ol _ 


"he? * 


* 


| 55 Rae Was buſh'd, and the * Chades of 
night came rolling over the weſtern waves, 
All nature enjoy'd reſt; all but the ſorrow ful 
Sulima: Her ſoul was ſunk in woe, and ſleep 
was a ſtranger to her eye, ſince the youth of 
her love had rais'd the ſail, and ventur'd his 
Frail ſhip on the frightful deep, to combat te 2 
cruel Dago; Dago who had bound her father > 
in chains, and carried him captive to his diſtant | 
isle. His departure loaded her heart with woe: 
But his promiſe of ſpeedy return, and the 
_ of the deliverance of Ullmor, a 10 


* 


1 _ morn ſhe came to the ſea Thore: eack evening | 
1 5 . 2 ſhe viſited the place where Calmar aſſur'd he 
wound meet her ein, if ſucceſs ſhoud attend 
his arms. 


f 


* "Many long days had paſs'd without hearing | 
EL © from. her lover. Many tedious nights ſhe 
= watch'd on the ſounding beach, and mix'd her 
ES | Fruitleſs, unavailing tears with hs hoarſe mur- 
mauts of the Waves; but ſhe receiv'd no tidings 
from Calmar. en % 


Boding woe ſwell'd in her breaſt. Once 
more ſhe bent her lonely ſteps to the ſea beaten 
rock of Ithon- Slowly ſhe mov'd along. Her 


| __ lovely head was funk upon her breaſt. Her ſnow 
; White hands hung neglegently down. Her veil 


| now d over her long fair locks, which at times 
= were fann'd by the breeze of night, and her 
vd robe flow'd unbeeded, and loofe behind her. 
11M When Che arriv'd at the dreary rock, ſhe fate 
dn its rugged point. A deluge of tears fell from 
ker eyes, and bathed her throbbing boſom. She 

pass d while, then view'd the ſea in filence. 

=o hs Moon ſolemn regent. of night les ber 


her ſorcowful complaint! — 


Thou lovely light of heaven, thou ſeemeſt 


to partake of Sulimas woe, and ſhare the dis- 
treſs of her ſoul. 


Pale wander'ſt thou thro” 48 Wan 3 
faded are thy beams: haſt thou „perhaps like 


mes, ſome lover to lament? Haſt thou, like me, 
a father to. bewall! 


Ye are huſh'd ye a dd Each: 


blaſt impreſs'd terror in my heart. I fear'd ye 
might hurt my Calmar; I fear'd ye might in- 


jure my love. Ye weſtern breezes ſwell his 


White ſails! bear him ſoftly along ye heaving 


waves 3 for my. Calmar is gentle od. mild. 
: Valor and love reign in his breaſt. | 


Ye rugged rocks fink down in the deep? 
| Retire your pointed fronts from the ſurface of | 
the ſea. Ye are baleful to the venturous mariner: 


Ye are unwelcome to Sulimas fight! 


O Calmar, why doſt thou e — - 


why leave — Sulima in woe! — 
* 


8 # 


| pele beams over the trembling waves. A 
ſigh burſt from her breaſt; and thus ſhe . 


Tbe big tear flows from her eye for theej 
and thou cauſeſt her ſigh to break forth: yet 
thou enjoyeſt not her tear; nor heareſt thou the 
ſoft murmur of her _ 4 


Ah Calmar return to thy love! return 4 
* away her grief 1— | 


* When broken ſlumbers ſeal my king + eyes, 
my terrors ſtill encreaſe. Methinks I ſee thee. 
forſaken, and pale. Methinks I ſee thee ghaſtly, 
and dead. I then, alas! awake, and all my waes 


Ah Calmar, return to thy love, return and 
wothe away her pains. 


ZBut lo! I behold a ohofi aiding o'er ho 
ſurface of the deep, His brow is dark, yet love- 

ly. 1 fee the green ſurge foam thro his thin 
form. He ſeems to beckon at Sulima. Ab why 
torment me thou ſhadowy form? Why en 
my heart with woe! — 


- 


Thus wail'd the light of W She as 
her view again over the bounding waves. She 
> ſaw them bear ſewething to the 90 of the 


1 F | 


» 


the mild Sulima! — 


Her eyes were like two 8 ſtars, 
when they ſhoot their beams thro the vault of 
heaven, and gleam on the hill of night: tender 
was her heart, but luckleſs, and fad her fate. 
Alas! ſhe loſt her lover, the generous, valiant 
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dock! tither ſhe bent her ſtep. Alas Mt was hes 


Calmars corſe. Her wild ſtarting eye pereeiv'd 


her love. A ſhrieking ſeream burſt from her 
preaſt. She fell prone upon his livid boſom, + 


Her heart broke in twain, Her foul ares 
min a groan, — . 


9 2 $0 


Ye maids. of Moma raiſe her tomb: Lay =; 

| Calmar by her fide, No gentler lovers ſhall - 

' adorn the graſſy plains of Erin. Ak j join me in 
my ſong, and ſend their names to future times} 


Deſcend ye Yhoſts of the hills Z deſcend, and 5 


hear our lays! | | 8 


Arn: 


Fair was the maid of Erin, . and 1 kind 


Calmar, — 


Defcend „ye ghoſt of the kills , deſcend, and 
hear our lays! Calmarl thy ſtrength was match- 
lels: thy valor was renown'd amongſt the ſons- 


Ia 


.4 


of the mighty: Thou didft not fal by the ſword 
of thy foe: Nor coud Dago boaſt of thy defeat; 
| MORNE nah thy ſpear. | 


Happineſs attends ye in the i of the 
where virtudus lovers enjoy peace and 


* 


| ' Defcend ye ghoſts of the hills: deſeend aud 


* > 


hear our lays. 


Si 
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. king of Dubliz, (ion of that-Turges 
fius who bad occaſion'd;by his incontinence, tha 
expulſion of the Danes, and who had ſuffer'd 
death, being thrown into a lake, bound hand and 
foot, by order of Malachie, Monarch of Ire- 
land,) form'd a ſcheme to deſtroy Calahan 
King of Munſter, one of the greateſt heroes 
of his age. His. hatred was caus'd by jealouſy; 
for. he had learn'd that Morlina his Wife, 
daughter to Eoichad, had fallen i in love with 
Calahan at a feaſt, at Waterford, previous t to his 
marriage with her. To effect this ſcheme he 
fends his brother Por with propoſals of friend- 
chip to Calahan, and offers him his Siſter 
Bibiona in marriage, to cement their friendſhip p 
and union. Morlina overhears the deſign of 
GSitrie, _ determines. to apprize Calahan of 
L 3 


9 
\- 


„% eee. 
he danger he was in. Tor diſcoveryiher, flies © 
to Sitric , who falls upon Calaban, and deſtroys 
all his attendants. Calahan, and Dunchuan his 
friend are taken and ſent in chains to Dublin. 
Sitric kills Morlina. Bibiona bearing of Cala- 
hans captivity. „ expoſtulates with her brother 
Sitric to gain his liberty. He denies her requeſt. 
Filbd with deſpair ſhe prays the ſpirit of Loda 
 t6avenge the evil treatment ſhe receiv'd. She 
(ies. The poem concludes with ſome ſhort 

 veflexcions on the deeds of former times. LES 


— 


. The ſubject of this Poem is of much a later 
date than that of Oſſian. It muſt be plac'd i in 
the ninth century. It is not certain to whom 
this Poem can be attributed: but as it has much 
of the taſte of Offians compoſitions, and throws 
light on the hiſtory of theſe times, 1 thought it 
woud not be unacceptable to the Public. 
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es of the times oof £ old, ye 3 upon m 
thoughts. The remembrance of the paſt is . 
| pleaſing, but it conveys affliction to .my ſoul* . 
Ye roll before me ye deeds of heroes, and . 


pour ye forth 1 in ſong. — : 


What firikes the ear of age! What ns on 
my lab' ring mind! Is it a ſpirit of the hill 1 
hear, or the voice of ſuffering woe! It is the 
voice of Morlina uttering the wailings of 
diſtreſs. It is ſoft as the breeze of noon, glid; = 
ing thro the reeds of the lake. - _.. 


MORLINA, e 
«Why ruſheſt thou, o ſigh, from my breaſt _. 
Thou teareſt Morlinas heart: But thou muſt _ 
diſſolve away in the blaſt, and not witneſs the 
trouble of my ſoul. Why baſt thou broken my 
peace, o Eoichad! Why haſt thou depriv'd me 
of the youth of my love! I ſaw him. lovely in 
his balls. Dignity adorn'd his drow, and grace 
fow'd round the ſteps of the hero. Unufual 


14 


10 


Sitrie, the foe of my country, the mortal foe 


Ger F 
+ 9 6 
5 | ; 


_ wander'd over DHS OEY The youth flew to 


my aid. I melted away in his arms. Ah why 


did I not die at St Cove; POOR 
des in wor. — | ; 


oer: He — 


| os. the mannnaio; 10x, but he affords no joy 


to me. The moons mild beam pours pleaſure | 


. along the plains of Lena; to me it adds new 
pain. — Why was I wreſted from thy arms, 


© Calahan! Why forc'd to eſponſe the cruel _ 


of my Calahan? — Ceafe to murmur, o ſtream! 


-c*aſe to ruſtle thou trembling leaf! My ſoul is 


now dead to your founds. My ear is now deaf 


to your ſong. My tears for ever flow, but 


thou enjoyeſt them not o Calahan. They fall 


Me the foft dew of heaven on a barren rock, 
nſeleſs, and i in vain.” — 


The daughters of Blaceigh ®) once call'd 


me happy. Lays of love flow'd gently form my 


tuneful ws cn They ſoothes the hearty 10 our 
8 
) The ancient name of Dublin- 


* mma £3 
I 
He! ba 

1 

| 

* 


* 


my heart delights in blood. Jealouſy, and cold 


disdain rule, by turns, his ſtormy mind. — Ah 


"why did I not fade away in my youth! Why 


not wither like the lonely flower of the deſert, 


unheeded, neglected and unknown! . 


Thus wail'd the light of beauty: bestieg 


a of ſorrow darken'd the lovely beam. 


Sitrie and Tor appear d. Deep deſign warte . 


the Monarchs gloomy face. Sudden he ſtop d — 


ee its winding ſtreams. The benighted 
. 


warriors; but alas, they cannot ſoften” the 
rough heart of Sitric. Wild rage like the tem- 
peſtuous blaſt that impetuously difturbs the ſeas 
of Lochlin, ruffles his troubled ſoul. His gloo- 


At times he rais'd his hand to his ſhaggy brow: 
At times he ſtrok'd his grisly beard. His 
unequal ſtep — His menacing wild geftures,. 
fhew'd the agitation of his mind. His appears 
ance was terrible: like a burning oak, whoſe _ 
hoary trunk a meteor had enflam' d in its courſe, 
and ſing'd its tow'ring top: at times the blaze 
burſts thro its crackling chinks: waving, tot. 
tering, it ſtands on the verge of a cliff, ann 
threatens deſtruction to the vale, The red glare | 


traveller ſees the waſting fire, trembling he haſtes 
from the vale, and flies the approaching danger. 
Awhile he paus'd — he then broke out abrupt — 


FR « Shall the blood of my warriors,. ſtain, 
vorevengd, the plains of Erin! — My father, 
1 ſee thy angry ghoſt riſing from the whirling 
; eddy of the lake — Thou upbraideſt me with 
inean ſupineneſs — Chief of Lochlin thou challt 
| have vengeance — Floods of Fee ſhall Ul appeaſe. 

may ſhade: — 


Tor, my ſoul labours with a les thought: — 
Thou knoweſt that proud Chief of Erin, the 
Warlike, daring Calahan. His ſword protects 
the ſons of Innisfail : like a waſting flood he 
ſtops me in the midſt of my courſe. He has 
robbꝰ d me of all my peace — He muſt bleed — 
Go, bid him. to my feaſt. Tell him I defire to 
unite with him in friendſhip. — Tell him he 
ſhall-poſſeſs the lovely Bibiona, the high bo- 
ſom d, mild ey'd maid, of Lochlin. Say ſhe 
ſhall raiſe bliſs in his ſoul, and that I will divide 
the. kingdom with him. His heart is free 
from guile. He will come; and I will plunge 
dagger in his breaſt. LI will ſmile to ſee him 
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writhe in death: I will enjoy his groans. Iwill 

give his corſe to the hawks of Erin — Obey — 

Return not without my prey, — Tor haſted 
away, well pleas'd to perform the injunctions 
of the King. Morlina heard the dread com- 
mand. Pity, and the remembrance of her n. 
| love roſe in her ſoul, Her ſnowy boſom heav d-. 
She dreaded to be ſeen by Sitric, and departed : 
ſtately as the ſwan of Lego, when be raiſes his 
ruffled downy wing to the breeze, and ſteers 
| fidelong his majeſtic courſe thro the parting 
Wave of the lake. She came to Sitrics halls, and 
call'd the aged Malda. "os N 


„ Malda,” ſhe faid, © my ſoul is fad. 1 
fink beneath my load of grief. Thou knoweft * 
: my love for Calahan. Sitric defigns to murder 
the youth. — He muſt not die, 0 ö Mor- 
lina will ſave his days, — — 


2 


Go, bring me a young — Aring 
me a light ſword, and ſlenderſpear. Iwill go and 
apprize him of his danger. Iwill reſeue him from 
the hands of his foe. Vet he ſhall not have no -- 
ledge of my love. Virtue, thou guide of Erins 
' maids. thou ſhallt ever conduct Morlinas ways 1 
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were vain. Strong reſolve had ſteePd her heart. 
She clad her foft limbs in arms. A glittering 
helm cover'd ber blooming face. She ruſb' d 
away from her friend intent to ſave her 3 
or E in the great deſign. 


Now Tor bad reach'd the halls of Catadan, 
Perſuaſive eloquence flow'd from the lips of 
the youth. Each diſſembling art was his. Truth 
was a ſtranger to. his dans, his was 


& King of Moma, » he-ſaid. 4 gitrie ſends 
me ta gain thy friendſhip, and. cement it by 


replete with fraud.” — Os 


— 


che firmeſt ties of love. He offers you his ſiſter 


Bibiona, the faireſt amongſt the daughters of 
Lochlin. Her eyes are piercing as the rays of 
| the ſun, dut her heart is gentle and kind, and 


her boſom is the ſeat of love. He will divide 


te lands of Erin with you. Your foes, ſhalt 
de his foes; your friends ſhall be his friends 
Come to Sitrics halts. Lead home to thy Palace 
the high bofom'd fair. She ſhall fill thy ſout 


with blifs. She ſhall fpread comfort over the 


days of thy youth. Peace ſhall reign over the 
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plains- of -Nein.fm aden bo for ee 
id fromthe land.” — | a 


gh 8 over Calahans face. His ade. 
unſuſpecting heart glow'd with love. He mildly _ 
reply'd to the chief. Welcome, thou ſon of 
the wave, welcome to Momas towers. When 


Lochlin tifrs the ſpear againſt Erin, my ſword _ 


flaſhes in her defence: but when warriors offer 
peace my foul meets them with joy: welt 
pleas d I then ſheath my blade. I accept with. 
pleaſurg the lovely Bibiona, and embrace the 
propoſals of Sitric. Let peace reign in Erin, 
and diſſention for ever ceale. Let us pledge our 
mutual faith. Let the Thell ot Joy prodaim our 


union. Let bards prepare the feſtive ſong, an 


praife the maid of Locklin. I then will fly to 
my love, and concord {ſhall bleſs the Ele.“ — 


| The Feaſt was e The bards mid 
Bibionas charms. They ſung the deeds of Ca- 
lahan, and prais'd, 8 e Ws gloomy 
Sitric. — 


The night mans in —_ 5 preſs 
| che youth to depart. Soon as the early beam of 


by 6. 8 \ . 
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mom eppear'd, they ſtrode away from Momas 
| halls. Ten noble chiefs attended Calahan. His 

_ generous ſoul was above caution, for his heart 
knew no deceit. The princely Dunchuan 
follow'd his friend. Three days they march'd | 
in peace. On the fourth appear'd the ſtately 
walls of Blacleigh. Morlina ſaw the youth ap- 
proach. Her) panting, fluttering, heartbeat againſt 
her mail. High roſe her ſwelling breaſt. Her 
helm hid the wanneſs of her cheek. Her ſpear 
farce ſupported her faltering ſteps. Shame, 
modeſty, her ſexes pride, by turns reign in 
ber mind: but love, allmighty love atlength 
8 prevaiPd — She ey near to the youth, and 
poke. | 


* © Cdlaban 8 of the walls of Blacleigh, | 
Death awaits thee in Sitrics towers. I have 


ſhar'd the ſhell in thy fathers houſe, and the 


arms of thy family grace my halls. Farewel, 
King of Moma? profit of a firangers words.” 


| Tor knew Morlinas 0 He ſternly fied 
to Sitric. Calahan thank'd the youth. Warrior,” 
he faid, come live in Momas plains. Share the 
joys of my court. Be ever dear to my heart. 
3 


ö 
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„ He firetch'd forth his hind tä the chjef? 


but the youth fell prone to earth. — Calahan 


flew to his aid. He unbrac'd the warriors mail. 


He ſaw the lovely boſom of the fair. He knew 


the mild daughter of Evichad, and his YT 
ſigh ruſh'd forth. 


Sitrie and his hoſt FOTO THER 1 „ 


- The King of Moma bade his Babes draw Ny 


near, and wait the coming fight. He foreſaw | 
Morlinas- n 7 and fear'd more for her life | 


than his OWN, — 


« Heroes, feizs your arms, ” he ſaid, ce we ny 


muſt defend the fair Morlina, We muſt gain 


our fame, or nobly die in arms, Death when 


attended with ,glory „ is a warriors nobleſt 
meed; but the perfidious ſons of Lochlin ſhall | 
feel the weight of Erins ſwords. Valor can 


ſave the brave. The coward bleeds unreveng d. __ 


| He advanc'd to ſhield the fair. Sitrie pets. 
ceiv'd Morlina reclin'd on her arm. Furious he 


threw his ſpear. It pierc'd het lovely breaſt: 


Her ſpirit fled in a groan to the winds. —' 
8 Go, join,” he cry d, « the ſoul of my father. 


Thy eries ſhall pleaſe his ghoſt. Ie delighted 
in the ſhrieks of the feeble, and his ſoul rejoic'd 


in blood. Soon ſhall the corſe of thy lover be 


: devour'd by the fowls of the air. 


0 Tyrant” reply'd the Chief, « thy lance 


| Has prevail'd againſt a weak woman, but here 


thou ſhallt meet the ſword of the brave. 


The battle burn'd. Wide waſted Calahans 
ſpear; but his warriors were few, and nu- 
merous were Sitrics bands. Angus, Aod, and 
Sullivan, all youths of royo! line, fell under the 
ſword of the Dane; but many were the deaths 


. they gave. Blood flow'd ſtreaming from the 


wounds of Lochlin. *) Blacleighs plains were 


ſtrewn with their ſlain. Conmor, Moriarty, 
| Rierdan, Driſcol, ſtill maintaind their ground; 
dut valor in vain ſupported the fight. They all 
died like heroes. They died ſurrounded with 


fame. Numerous as the ſcreaming ſeafowl, 
when in airy circles. they ſkim about a fiſh 


abandon d by the tide on the ſhore, ruſh'd on 


the hoſt of Lochlin. Calahan and Dunchuan 


were 
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_ were overpow'rd and Pond Sitric with 

- ungenerous' taunts revil'd the King of Momma, 55 
He ſent him chain d e e- — 1 


ö 


Bibiona heard his fate. She came and _ 
Cuppliant to Sitric. King of ſtormy Gormal, 
thou haſt wounded my tender breaſt. Why haſt 
thou deceiv'd my hopes ? ? Thou haſt promis'd 


=_ hand to Calahan. Break not the word of a 


king. Load not thy ſiſter with ſhame. Releaſe 
the royal youth. Let him owe his life to my 


tears, for he is generous and brave.” Go to ED 


thy ſecret halls. Call not in queſtion the acti- 


ons of thy King. — If my will decrees his 


death he ſhall bleed. Thy tears ſhall plead for 7 
him in vain. « Spirit of Loda, ſhe cry'd. 
thou who ſcattereſt thy terrors thro* night, 
and biddeſt the tempeſt roar. Thou who turneſt 


the ſtorm of war, and treadeſt on the necks of 5 


the mighty, come and avenge an injur' d maid. 
Stretch thy ſpear from thy cloud, and puniſh - 
the tyrants crime, Calahan! 1 hear thy moan? 
| Soon ſhallt thou be freed from thy chain. The 


flapping wing of death hovers over Sitrics head. *' 
Soon ſhall he meet the reward of vice. The _ 


/ 
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2 yawning wave ſhall receive thee. The ſhark 
Chall tear thy-corſe! Dyſa, *) I feel thy dart: 


bear me away to my fathers: ſave me from - 
Foul diſgrace. Her tender heart burſt in twain. 
Her ſoul departed in a figh.”. a 


ve thoughts of years that are paſt, ye being 
no n in yout flight; your paths are mark' d 


with blood. The voice of waſting time ſpeaks to 


my ſoul. It-ſays: Hear the burſting craſh of 
mouldring towers. See the proud ſummit of 


_, yon lofty rock, it braves the ſtorm; it ſeems 


to menace the heavens, and wage war againſt © 


- the clouds. Yet this bee pile ſhall fall. Soon 
fhall it crumble, ponderous , to its baſe, and 

lie a mighty ruin. A few days, and thou ſhallt 

be no more! — A few years, and all the in- 

| Habitants of the earth ſhall be effac'd. Beauty 


itſelf ſhall be forgotten; and even valor ceaſe 


to be * 


Ceaſe As: voice \to torment” my ſoul! 


Ceaſe to to difturd the Pens « of the bard? 


"'*) one of the Goddeſſes of Death among 1 
FN Seandinavians. 
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8 bas not banded down this Poem | 
entire. What remains of it ſeems to be part of 


— 


a greater work, and conſiſts only of fragments. 


The reſt appears to be entirely loſt, and the 
great pains I have taken to come at any further 
knowledge of them was fruitleſs, ſo far even 
that { think that all hopes of recovering them 
are entierly precluded. At firſt I had fome 
thoughts of ſuppreſſing theſe fragments: butas 
the compoſition is full of that ſimplicity ſo 
conſpicuous in the celtic bards, I imagin'd they 
may pleaſe the Public. It is not known. at what 
period, or by whom they were written: but 
the ſentiments are grand, and exalted; and the 
ſtyle, and manners painted in them, ſhew them 
to be of the remoteſt antiquity, and the model 
perkays of Oſſians compoſitions. ' —- 
| 3 


| Lamor, King © of Semin, c ſuppes'd to be 
the modern Vifter) had in his advanc'd age, 
been depriv'd of his only ſon Moran, and of 
his only daughter Sulir, in one of theſe irrup- 
tions, which were ſo frequent in theſe days. 
They were carry'd off.by ſome ſavage invaders 
who plunder'd the palace, and tranſported 
them to an island near Denmark, where they 
were ſhut up in a dungeon. The bard Colmul, 
who had been led off captive with them, found 
means to eſcape, and bring tidings, to the old 
Chief, of the place of their detention. Lamor 
" Immediately arm'd his friends, and haſted to 
their affiſtance: but he was overcome, taken 
_ priſoner with his bard, and thrown into the 
fame dungeon where his ſon Moran had been, 
before, confin'd: whilſt Colmul was ſent to 
ſeparate cave; and to aggravate his misfortune, 
the barbarous victorpreviously murder'd young 
Moran in the preſence of his afflicted father, 
and tore away his beautiful daughter Sulir to 


| Ry bis brutal or wit * 


Theſe fragments contain we «ole part 
of Lamors lamentation in his priſon, | but 


» Wh 
* 


e A fokie extremely intereſting ts 


are loſt, and there are certainly no more extant 
than what we have here communicated. 


Tradition ſays that Sulir found means to 
deliver her father and Colmul, and to help them 
to make their eſcape: but the poem does not 
agree with it in this particular. The Poet | 
concludes with reflexions on the weakneſs of 
man. This poem proves that the notions of 
a; ſupreme Being were as yet- pure, and- 
Es at this _—_ N — 
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Wi, reopen the wounds of my heart! Why | 
_ egaittrenew my tears! The thoughts of Lamor 
are dreadfulto my foul, and yet thou bid'ſt me 
fing. Short are our hours of bliſs, but long 
our days of woe. They are like the black 
ſhades of autumn, that ruſh over the gaudy 
ſcenes of light-, when the watry ſun breaks 
_ thro à cloud, but ſuddenly is . in 
miſts.— 


By Sulirs aid 1 broke from my den. She 
bade me find out Lamor. 1 came to his horrid 
cave. Waters trickled down its furrouꝰd fides. 
Its ſummit was ſhagg'd over with moſs and 
thorns. The grey thiſtle ſhook -there its hoary 
beard fo the wind. The night owl ſcream'd 
' around his dreary, melancholly ſong. Through | 

the clefts of the rock I eſpy'd the Chief, He 
lay extended on earth. His drooping head 


_  - reclin'd on his hand. His white long beard was 


fann'd by the blaſt. Broken and low was his 


| Lamor. _ 151 
voce. 1 ſcarcely eoud hear his weal, fo Faint 


were his ſounds from his cave.” — 


«Fly vaniſh, ” he ſaid, ye thoughts 1 
the paſt, Ve add new horrors to my woe. Dark 
rugged cave, thou loathſome dwelling of a 
King, to thee alone can I pour forth my moan! 
The ſtorm, that howls thro” thy gloomy chinks 
is leſs boiſterous than the tempeſt that roars in 
my breaſt. The cold damp drops, that ooze thro 
thy hoary vaults, are leſs baneful than my 
fcalding, trickling tears. But rough, and (a 
vage as thou art, o-den! to thee will I truſt 
my woe. Thy dreary ſon ſhall hear it, he will 
hear it, and repeat my grief. 


Here, conch'd on the dare earth, T es a 


limbs are decay'd with ſufferance; and age. Few 


are the thin ſtreuꝰ d hairs of my head. My nerves 
are ſlacken'd and weak. My eyes are: faded 

away. Vet Miſery, more pungent than age, 
attends my ſorrowful doom. O my Moran! 
my Moran! O my helptefs, innocent, butcher'd 
fon! — But thou art happy my child. Fou 
2 now freed. from thy chains. Thom mockeſt 


e tyrants rage? — O Sulir > infortunats. 


K 4 


— 
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| maid! thou Gare a harder a thou uren a. 
prey to his luſt! — | 


Plenty once bleſs'd n my halſs. The Heer 
_ came welcome to my feaſt, and the traveller 
wo ever invited to my board. No orphan. 
eurs' d me for the loſs of a father. No mother 
teproach d me for the death of her fon. No 
virgins ſigh upbraided my laſt. My heart was 
mild as the fhower in ſpring, when it ftrews 
life and health on the plains of Semin, when 
the breeze of the north is fled from the plain, 
and the young flower raiſes its _ head to 
heaven. — 8 


The ſun roſe ning over the tops of ' 
Gomta. The froſted trees ſhew'd their hoary 
heads thro' the wreathy miſt. The ftream of the 
hill ceas'd to murmur. The northern blaſt. had 
feiz'd it as it paſs'd, and hemm'd its liquid 
courſe. This fcene delighted my foul. I went 
to my uſual haunt. Young Moran attended my 
Reps. We arriv'd at the fummit of Gomra. 
Happineſs and joy ſmib'd over the filver'd plains 
6f-Semin. High towering to the blue heavens 
roſe in white ſpiry folds the ſmoke of my halls. 


| Tar. 53 

. My heart rejoic'd at the ſight, and pleaſure was 
diffus'd along my frame. But ſudden from the 
north I ſpy'd the flaſhing gleam of arms * * * 


** * Wounded, and in blood I lay. Cleft 


near me roll'd my ſhield, My ſword. was 
broken in twain. I open'd my ſwimming « eyes. 
I ſaw my ſlaughter'd friends lie breathleſs by 
my ſide. My ſon, my bard, my daughter, were 
torn from my aching heart. I ſtrove in vain to 
riſe. Atlength ſome chiefs arriv'd. They bore 
me to my regal ſeat. Alas! it Was ſtain'd with 
my peoples blood. — Ah! ſhall I ſee ye no 


| more,” I cry'd, 4 ye. gentle children of my. - |; 


love. Ve have mounted, on the wings of winds, 
to the airy manſions of my fathers.” 4 They _ 
are not departed,” - the chiefs reply'd, „the 


foe has borne them away, and Cana is bound 
r ES e 5 


* 


Soon as my wounds were head; I ſummonꝰ d 
my chiefs to arms. I ſent a bard with a bloody - 
ſpear, and a. banner ting'd in blood. I bade 
him ſhake it in the winds, and rear aloud\the. 
cry of war. My heroes heard his mighty voice. 
They heard it, and obey'd. — They 1 | 

; K * | | 


don like ſtorms from their hills, like torrents 
in the ſtrength of their ww, each in the 


force of his gt. + _ 


% wt my „ fails thro the 
foaming waves of the north. 


Rough, and deform'd to our ſight, FOE 
atlength the icy land of Murkur. Unauſpicious 
thunder roar'd. Thro' ſleet, and ſhowers of hail . 
flew glaring flaſhes of light. My heroes were 
ſtruck with awe. But I deſpis'd the dreadful 

| figns. When juſtice, I ſaid, bids a wartior draw 
his ſword, his beſt fign is the lightning of his 
blade. It Relves terror into the ſouls or the foe. 


1 bade Colmul n and call the bar- 
barous chief to fight. Grimly he fmil'd at the 
words of the bard. I will meet thy King, 
he reply d, I will meet him with the ſtrength 
of my thouſands. He ſhall be rolld' away by 
my might, like ſnow, which caught by the 
ſtrength of my winds, impetuously tumbles 
down my rocks, and bears them away in its 
fall. Tell him that Murkurs ſoul is ſteel. See 

| the. rough point of yonder rock. It | looks 


| 


\ 
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 threatning to the ſhore, and bleakwing'd ſtorms 


invade it in vain. In the circles of its ice 
cover'd ſtones is the dwelling of ghoſts, the 
ghoſts of thoſe I have ſlain. There Udan ſnuffs 


with ſullen joy the ſmoke of the blood of 


rangers. There Morans blood ſhall ſtream. 


There he ſhall fall by this hand; trembling he 
ſhall Fall like a fawn, whom the hunter, regard- 


leſs of his dams big tear, has fell'd with his 
dart to earth. But his daughter Sulir ſhall live. 


She is a beam of light to my ſoul, nor ſhall a 
foreign cloud invade the brightneſs of its ray. 


I alone will enjoy the lovely beam. Go bard of 
the little ſoul : Go thou dark ſon of flight, go 


bear theſe tidings to thy King „ 


* * * Hard bound, in thongs I lay, in Udans 


dreary mound. Thro, the ruſhing, duſky clouds, 


peep'd out at, times the moons wan face. Red 
twinkling ſtars at times appear'd, | and twixt 
the jagged ſtones, I heard ſhrill ſhricks, and 
groans of ghoſts. Bending, near the ſtone of 


Power s ſtood the dacbarous W BY 


” 
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136 EBamor. 
Muttering he ſpoke, and mi wd his diſmal voice 
with Udans hollow roar. Sudden he drew his 
' blade. Thrice he whirPd it round his head; then 
bade the ſong of death be rais'd. — Sounds of 
woe — doleful wails — mournful ſtrains of dire | 
portent rung thro the diſmal place. A * 5 
filence follow'd. — | 


Atlength appear'd a ghafily band, lading my. 
ſon in chains. Ah! gentle youth of my love, 
thy fate ſtill tears my wretched heart. Fain - 
woudſt thou ſpeak to thy father. Iſtrove to fly to 
thy aid. Vain were our weak attempts: fruitleſs 
our mutual cries! — Murkur ſeiz'd his fair 
long locks. He drag'd him to the ſhelving 

one *) of death, and foaming with Rog 


rage, thus yell d. — 5 
Udan receive this youthful blood. Thou 


under the form of a "ig , without any ' particular 
©. ſhape or likeneſs to any creature: it is ſaid theft 
8 2 ſtones emitted a certain mournful tone in the time 
*-* of their ſacrifices. : | 

ig Theſe ſhelving ſtones were fo plac, for the 
_- facility of ſzerificing victims on them, and were 
hald to be a kind of Divinity by the Seandinavians. 


; i 
I 


_ -yaveſt conqueſt to this Cor, Grateful itowes 
thee this gore 


NN 


e Monifter ſhed ne, 1 cry'a, thy 
heroes bled by my lance; but Moran is blame- 


no CO — 


- Heedleſs of my cries he. ſlew 1 the youth, 

and approach'd to ſhed my blood; When lo! a 

© female form, with dreadful ſhrieks, with long 
deſhevell'd hair, and flying ſteps, ruſh'd betwixt 

bis ſword, and me. She ſeiz'd me in her tremb- 


ling arms. It was my daughter Sulir * 4 


* m * * % # + * $-%'* #$ <> 
* E „* * Here, in this cave of woe, muſt I 
waſte out my wretched lite? — Thricehappy 
was thy fate, © Moran! thou diedil in the 


prime of thy years. Thou didſt not feel the woes 


of age! — But ſhame purſues thee, © Sulir! 
Thou ſiveſt, a ſtain to my race. Ah me! * =* 
% # * * * „ * „ „4 „„ „ „ 
Sighs, ſobs, and broken groans enſued. Iburſt 
the bars of his cave, and ſtood before the chief. 


« Who art than,” ſaid * «chat bee 


4 


leſs of their wounds: My ſon has done thee 


7 _ thro my night. Comeſt thou a ——— 
death by ar Murkur ſent?” ? 


am not a foe, I reply d, *<I am Cok 

| mul thy bard, and am come to free thee from 

thy cave. Sulir deliver'd me form my chaius, 

and bade me reſcue her father. She awaits 
thee with a Chip on the ſhore. Come, haſten thy 

| ſteps, o Lamor! the beams of day are near 


No! never will I ſee that ITN race. 
This cave ſhall hide my ſhame. — 


Thy Ander is pure as the ſun,” I Caid, - 
A ſhe is chaſte as the moons cold beam. Murkur, 
| aw'd by the power of her charms ; dar'd not 

defile the maid. He reſpected the grief of her 
ſoul and woo'd her with patient love. 


- + _ Haſte fieno chief from this hateful caye! 
Come fly to thy Sulirs aid. — ” 


He ftretch'd forth his aged hands. 1 rais'd 7 
the King from earth. He attempted to ſpeak; 
but his voice no utterance found — A tear 
Nole trickling down his cheek, and fell on his 

- ſnowy beard. A figh broke heaving from his 


\ 
5 


5 
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N 80 4 Colmul, he ſaid, ven e * 


feel the. piercing ſhafts-of death; but bliſs at- 


tends my cloſe of life. I depart to my fathers 


with joy. — Conduct my daughter to Semin. 


She ſhall ſhine like the lucid ſtar of eve amongſt - 


the maids of Erin. They ſhall praiſe the daughter 
of Lamor, and ſhed a tear on her grave. He 
ceas' d — His ſoul departed to the winds — - 


Peace to thy ſhade, o Lamor! Thy name ſhall. 


- be honor'd in ſong. Thou waſt great amongſt 
the ſons of the mighty: Thy ſoul was mild as 


the ray of the ſun, when after a ſhower it . 
calls forth the green leaves of the grove, and _ 
ſoftens the rough boughs of the mountain aax 


to birth. I heard a noiſe. I thought on Sulir 
It was but a blaſt of wind, or a night owls 
dreary ſcream — I haſted to the ſhore.' — 

Where is my father, aid Sulir, where is 


the aged chief? — My tears, my ſighs broke 
K But why willt 
thou hear the ſong of woe! ay renew my 


grief! — 
The Jeph of Wes wants 1 on my 


ſoul. Thy fade away on my mind. What are 
the deeds of the ſons of men? They paſs away 


nne the ſhades of the weſt, when they fleet 
over the plains of Semin, and leave no trace 
- behind them. Child of the winged years, why | 

art thou vain of thy power? To day thou glorieſt 


in the pride of thy ſtrength; to-morrow thou 
Challt dwell in the narrow houſe: the terror of 


thy arm ſhall be A e and even the. ſtone | 
of thy praiſe ſhall be loſt! — 


But thou ſtrong Spirit of heaven. Thoualone | 
Challt never fail. Thy glory ſhall know no 
decay. * power: have no'end, —  _ 


What is man e thee, o thou 2 
Being! — Who can ſtand be fore thy face? 
| _ Endleſs ſhau dwelleſt alone — Who can aſſign 
the place of thy abode? — Thy breath is life. 
The ſkies, the earth, the ſtormy ſea, proclaim 
the greatneſs of thy ſway. They are the children 8 
of thy will. Thou ſpeakeſt, and the proud 
mountain crumbles to the earth. Thou marcheſt 
forth. in the ſtrength of thy force, arid the 
heavens fink beneath the tread of thy feet. 
Thunders roll thy words along. Thou biddeſt 
the whirlwind, Roar. The ocean ſhrinks: 
The whole earth trembles, — Thou biddeſt the 


4 en. tempe ſt. 
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tempeſt. . Ceale, and all is duft d in quiet. — ; 
Thou giveſt light to the ſun, and biddeſt him, 
« Warm the earth, and bring forth the day. 
Thou biddeſt the We moon, „ reimplace 
dis beams by night,” and the twinkling ſtars, 
* beftud, and gild the blue vault of heaven.“ 
They obey. — But thou weak ſon of the 
winged years, whence flows the ſource of thy 
pride? Why art thou vain of thy power! — 


* 
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Tode ſays that Larnul was bethrothed to 
the fair Aſala; and that this lady, ſoon after fell 
in love with Allar, who not correſponding to 
her paſſion, became the object of her reſent- 
ment. In conſequence, ſhe inflam'd Larnul with 
jealouſy, and forc'd him to kill his friend. It 
is thought that immediately after this deed, he 
laid violent hands on himſelf — This Poem 


paints in very ſtrong colours the dreadful 
effects of deſpair. | 


' | 


JJoT 
on THE SONG or DESPAIR, 


* * 
* 
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; Dec grey clouds roll over the hill. Bluſtry 


8 


winds ſquall thro” the mountain oaks. The 
foaming torrent ruſhes down the rocky elift. 


The dreary night owl ſcreams in the ſolitary 
retreat of his mouldering ivy cover'd tower. All 
is tremendous, dreadful , an , . 


| The forky blaze of lightning ſhews viſibly 5 
to my aching eyes the dark ghoſts of angry 


heroes. They peep out of their duſky vaporous 


meteors, and ſeem to menace me with their 


airy ſwords. They reject me, and ſhake terrific 


their plumes of miſt. All nature is conſonant ' 
to the horrors of my inind; to the torturing 
ſituation of my lab'ring ſoul. Darkneſs hear the 
accents of my deſpair! hear the voice of ſuffer- | 
ing Larnul! Hear it too, my ſoul! it is the 
greateſt torture thou canſt feel! — 85 


Allar lovelieſt youth of PRES: was the 
ſecret j joy of my ſoul: our pleaſures, ants our 
8 La: 


* were — we learn d ne 3 to 
draw the bow at Murri *) together we learn'd 


to throw the ſpear at Gaſer: **) together we 


fought the foes of Erin: our ſwords were often 
bathed in the blood of Lochlin. With me he 
Thar'd each danger. With me he aid to 
Ithro to gain the honor of the ſpear. I fought. 
the firongnerv'd Corlo, and a quarrel aroſe. I 
defyed the chief to mortal combat. We met the 
Warrior on the plain of Sonal. An arrow. 
pierc'd my fide, and I fell to earth. Allar rais'd 
his ſhield before me. Rage flaſh'd from his red 
| rolling eye. He ſlew the mighty chief, and bore 
me ſafe to my high maſted ſhip : but he was 

| wounded in my defence, and blood ftream'd 
from his boſom to ſave my days. Ah me! I 

| have repaid his love with baſe hatred. He 6 
my life, and I ſhed his blood! — 1 


9 i 


Fair, cruel Aſala, Why didſt thou bid me 
Flay ane Ton. 1 long rejected thy words: | 


AAS LEA SES 
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8 place in Irclen#'where 188801 exercices, where 
learnt in, ancient times. 


—_ an. other place-where young warriors reſorted, | 
0. . 


— 2 1 


* 


Yong refiſted the deceitful accents of thy voice: 
but at length inflam'd with thy love, 1 liften'd 
to the pernicious ſounds of thy deluſive tongue, 
and the bane of paſſion tainted my weak ſoul. 
went and inſulted the youth. I defy'd my 
Allar to arms, baſely I injur'd my friend! — 


1 r he ſaid, „Iwill not fight thee, 
' T cannot ſpill the blood of my friend. But if 

you defire my life, plunge here thy blade. 
He then bar'd his lovely breaſt, and aid with 


the voice of love. © Son of Armin pierce this 
aching heart. Life is no more dear to Allar, 25 


* 
= 


_ Larnul wiſhes his death: * ; EE 


A burning tear burſt from my red rolling 

eye: my heart beat ſtrong againſt' my breaſt; 

the love of the youth ſtill lurk'd in my boſom: 

but the thoughts of Aſalaruſh'd acroſs * _ 
5 and I ſtain d my blade in e e 


Falling he reach'd his — streteb'd on 
earth, he hade me, ce farewell. 1 With a 
i "a feeble voice he defir'd I woud love him 
till: hepray'd me to raiſe his tomb, *Larnul,” 
| be faid, «1 forgive thee this error of love but 


8 


e a> IRR rn nt en 
* 
« 


ay the cre! Afala, her looks are poiſon to thy 
ſoul : he reach'd me his hand again, and his | 


|  valorous ſoul departed in a ſigh. — 


Thou ſitteſt, Allar! at preſent , amongſt the 


mighty ghoſts of our fathers: they aſſemble 


about thee, and aſk: © who committed the 


dreadful deed?” 1 will go, and anſwer the 


queſtion „and ſhew them my bloody ſteel. 
This hand, which laid thee low, ſhall now 
avenge thy wrongs.” 


He drew his blood ſtain'd blade: he funk it 
deep into his heart; then rolling in his blood; 


he cry'd. « Now Allar forgive thy friend.” 


Hoarſe croak'd the raven from the-neigh- 


bouring rock. The whiſtling wind ruſh'd again 


thro' the groaning oaks. Loud thunder roar'd. 


All nature ſeemd convulſive. Tremendous 


filence enſued, and dreary darkneſs cover'd 
the ns. m_ 


5 0 
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The Argument. 
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Note.) 15 thought to ſuppreſs the following 
Poem on account of the gloomineſs of the 
_ ſubject: but I ſhall give it to the Public, as 1 
rate the opinion of many learned friends, 8 
whom I have conſulted, beyond my privite 

| ſentiment. — 8 


. 
Oſſian addreſſes this poem to s The | 
diſtreſs , ſufferings „ and death of Afala, are 
pathetically deſerib d. It ſeems to have been 
calculated to ſhew the fatal conſequences 
attending unlawf ul paſſions. | j 


THE DEATH or ASALA. | 
- 2 A POEM. 


V V hy ruſhes the remembrance of paſt times 


over my ſoul! Maid of Lutha my heart is 


Re troubled and (ad. I hear the dreary call of years. & 
They whiſper to my ear, *Oſſian- thy end is 
near. The miſt- that ſhall cover thy tomb is 


now gathering in the vale of Cona. Soon ſhall = 


it be roll'd over the grey ſtones of thy praiſe.” 


«Roll it on ye dreary rage! 1 wait the dax 
with joy.” 


26s * 


Melvins, thou ſolace of my a age * 
thou wiſheſt to hear the ſong of Aſala. Then 
liſten to the voice of . it has epd 
thy grief for Oſcar.— 1 25 


The night was dark. The wind blew high. 
The diftant torrent roar d. The hollow ſcream 
of death reach'd the ear of Aſala. Her dogs 
howl'd dreadful in their lonely kennels. The 
arms of her fathers rung on the walls. Through 
te ſtrings of her harp ruſh'd the dreary voice 


— 


* * 


* . e Nats, — 1 


of woe. Ain ere roſe m ker Gull - 
Tg Terriers fhe ſtarted from ſleep. SO 


/ 


To her flaring eye appear'd the ſullen chor 


| : 5 of Larnul. Dark was his face. His hands were 

| eover'd with elotted blood. Gaping, and livid 
was the wound of hisbreaſt. Awful he ſeem'd 
to beckon: with menacing geſture, with 
Waving hand, he commanded her to follow * 
him. 


' Strong beat her hives Her boſom was 
opprefs'd. Her knees ſhiverd as ſhe roſe, 
Conſcious guilt ſhook her whole frame. Tho- 
ough reluctant, and diſmay'd, ſhe obey'd, and 
ruſh'd thro' darkneſs, The FI abe d tre- 
mendous be fore her. 


The unfrequentblaſt ruſk'd thro? her foating, 
deſhevell'd hair. Her looks were diſorder'd. 
Her once lovely face was pale, and disfigur'd. 
She paſs'd over the ſilent heath. She 'wander'd 
| thro! the wood. She deſcended the ſteep of the 


— 


hill; at length ſhe reach'd the gloomy vale. A 


- - paſſing meteor then gleam'd thro? the ſhades, 
2 and ſhew'd the corſe of ſelf murder'd . 
EE Ls 


# + 
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070. The death of 4. 


8 His features were contorted, and eonvulſive. 
His hands were ſtain'd with gore. 


Sudden ſhe ſtop'd — a cold ſhivering tremor | 
ran overher frame. Then ſpake terrific the gry 
ghoſt of Larnul. 


THE GHOST. 


$4 « Here lies my corſe, Aſala! See the 
: wound of my breaſt? Tremble, and view 
wy blood! | 


It ſaid, and . vaniſh'd in air, Silent, 1 
unreſolv'd, awhile ſhe remain'd. Her words 
found no utterance; inward paſſion tore her 

breaſt. As the ſulphurious vapor, when confin'd 
in the bowels of Malmor, fhatters the moun- 
tains rugged ſides, and ſ bakes its waving woods; 
the lab'ring mountain groans: and prefages 
enſuing ruin. So ſtood the ern Aſala, 


2. AS A L A. 

6 «Larod, I Toe the gaping wound of thy 
breaſt, and ſhall. follow thee to the airy halls 
of Loda: but raiſe a cloud between me and 
Altar. I cannot ſupport the anguiſh of his ſight. 
Come, and afliſt, me ye terrors af night! L _ 


| *. 
* —  # 0 ) 4 \ 
' i * 1 
\ 4 4 « - F 
*\ G of { 
+ = 
| 5 iT * ; 2 | | 
_ * : * 
| 1 . 8 # * " 
| "+5: >a 5 6 — | Jo 
= 


. 


— — 2 . K »(—ĩ . — "_ — 


The Aa hots. uin 
cannot bear up * the aner of my | 


n | 
Deſperate y he approach'd the corſe , ad 
drew the bloody ſword of Larnul from his +l 


' breaſt. She leant the pommel on earth, and 
threw herſelf on its point. In all her blood ſhe 
fell; and her l ſoul flew to the howling 
Wo. — 3 | 
The Bees bore away cher remains, "a 
laid them in the cave of the rock. Dreary Lees 
cover the place. The grey thiſtle ſhakes there 
its grey beard in the breeze, and the whiſtling 
blaſt of night ruſhes 9 the rank e 5 85 
their graves. 


* 


The traveller avoids to nt: near . 


gloomy tombs, and ſhuns the 3 
vale. — | 


| 
i 


2 „ 
NA TIN SONG 
N THE 
BARD DLORAH. 


Bingen a high mountain, from whoſe * 
wat a vaſt proſpect on one fide to the ſea, 
tpn. DT TINT 00-205 00d | 
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Au Nature liſten to my Ray 7 creation 


5 


5 praiſe thy Lord! <Immenſity thou offereſt thy 
ſelf in all thy terrible greatneſs. to my ſoul. 

Unbounded. ſea, thou raiſeſt thy tremendous, 4 
_ Foaming billows before me. Thy wild roar 

- cauſes terror, and proclaims thy irreſiſtleſs 
firength. Ye blue heavens, yy are ſtretch'd in 
- unmeafurable diſtance above me. The eye is 
fatigu'd in obſerving your height. Numberleſs 
= clouds roll their huge forms along. The howl- 


ing winds drive them * thro* the wide 


extent of ſpace. 


- I ſee thee, o ſun! thou reareſt aloft thy c f 
unſ horn head in the pride of thy fiery beams. 
Thou * * like a Giant, ſong and 


ö 


"abs. a 
* 


Matin Song of th Bard Dlorak. n 


mighty from the depths of ocean. Ineffable'/ 

glory precedes thy ſteps. The heavens witneſs | 

the greatneſs of thy power: Earth owns the 
beneficence of thy genial beat. But what art Fe 

thou unbounded ocean! What are ye, ye blue 

heavens! What art thou „o flaming un! When 

| bmp ett to the moft 9 | 8 5 


ve Gn bet ne effect of bis will. He bade 
ye be, and ye were. — Nor did his creating 


hand Want matter. He form'd ye all out of 
nothing. Who can comprehend Infinitude? 
Who conceive Allmightineſs? 2 Creator „ and 


Lord, what is man before thy fight! Ignorance = 


darkens his thoughts, weakneſs attends on his 
ways, Imperfection is ſtamp'd on his being. 


The rankling tooth of time gnaws away the 
Arong ſeeming ſtructure of his form. To day, 
a ſtately pine, he waves bis proud head in the 


clouds, and rears his towering head to heaven; 
boaſting, and exulting in his youth, | he crys, 


ho is like me on the hill? But to-morrow ' 
he is no more. The ſtorm came, and ſtrew/'d 
his proud trunk on earth; abject, and low he 
hes, doom'd to moulder and decay. The ' _ 
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races of men glide away, like ſhades werde 
| plains and leave no trace behind them. 


But lou, 0 Tay thou ton _ 
Fiernity , Allmightineſs , Glory, Goodneſs, 
and Wisdom are only rays of thy Being. But 
how can I weak man attempt to ſing of theel 

My intellects are loſt in the contemplation of 
- thy perfection, my ſtrength ſinks under the 
mighty burden of deſcription ; my willing, yet 
faltering tongue is too weak, is inſufficient to 
e the W the n and r of 


5 But o father, and Lord, thou ſetters not 
= the good will of thy ſervant.. Thou deſpiſeſt 
= not the attempt of the bard : thou impreſſeſt 

ſtrength on his lays; thou writeſt his ſong in 
: the book of life, and ſpreadeſt joy, rub bliſs, | 
Wu and comfort o'er his ſoul. . 


ES, | Godof r away "ISO REY 
- At the early beam of morn, in the exultation 
2 of my heart; in the full acknowledgment of 
my ſoul, T Il raiſe the ſong of thy praiſe; in 
the ſhades of night, my grateful tongue ſhall - 
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; . . . 6) Man! a the Lord Sod. 


gay hour of thy bliſs. Praiſe him, o Man! in 


| the trying hour of thy woe. Then ſhall he be 
| unto thee a brazen ſhield, a tower of bores, 
_ againſt thy foes 3. for the Lord rejects not the 


- 


s Being. — 


ſighs of the feeble, and = cry of the _— 


reaches. his ear. 


All nature Liſten 40 m fong! Creations ; 
praiſe the Lord. — f 105 ' 


* 15 
#45 „ 


O Earth! I ſee be vaporous odors mount 
towards heaven. They riſe in pleaſing , circular 
Folds to the ſkies. From the minuteſt moſs. to 


the loftieſt cedar, from the moſt imperceptible 


inſect, to the unwieldy elephant, from the 


ſmalleſt dweller :of ocean, to the enormous 


Whale, all animal, vegitable , and mineral 


creation, witneſs the power, and glory, and 
wiſdom , and goodneſs of the Lord — Eternal 


mercy flows "from his throne ; and love, and 
from his 


Henignity , and kindneſs, fires 


keſtatie muſic ſtrikes my ear. It is the 
general jubilation of nature , proclaiming with 
many thouſand fold voices, the praiſe of God = 
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